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TCHITCHIKOFF'S JOURNEYS; 

OR, 

DEAD SOULS. 

* •* 

CHAPTER I. 

THE CAPITAL OP THE GOVERNBIENT. 

TcHiTCHiKOFP. — Hie entrance Into town. — Portrait of Tcbltcbtkoff. — A 
waiter at the inn. — lun-cbarabere in Rueeia. — Selifan, the traveller's 
coachman. — Installation of the lackey Petruebka in a lodging adjoining bis 
master's apartment. —The traveller descends to the public room. — The 
repast which he there partakes of. — lie puts a number of questions to 
the waiter, concerning the principal functionaries of the place. — He in> 
quires if there have not been some cases of epidemics in the country. — 
His noisy manner of sneezing wins him the respect of those present. — 
He returns to his room to take a nap. — He is asked for information con> 
ceruing himself, in accordance with police regulations. — He writes, 
•* Collegiate Councillor, Pavel Ivanoviich Tchitchikoff, landed proprie- 
tor, travelling on his own private buaineae." — Description of the city. — 
A play-bill. — Pavel Ivanovitch takes tea in his room : tea is followed by 
a light supper and a sweet sleep. — The next day he calls on his excellency 
the governor, the vice-governor, the procurator, the president of the court, 
the chief of police, the farmer of the brandy revenues, the director of the 
imperial factories, and some others in power. — Having said something 
flattering to each of these gentlemen, and modestly dropped his eyes with 
an air of emotion before the ladies of their families, he has more invita- 
Hone than he can accept in a week. — A great evening party at the gov- 
ernor's. — Morning assemblies. — Dinners. — Teas. — Boston parties. — 
He makes the acquaintance of Messrs. Maniloff, Nozdreff, and 6ot)ake- 
vitch, proprietors of the neighborhood. — Tchitchikoff is pleased with 
the town, and the town is still more pleased with him. 

A SMALL and quite a pretty britchka on springs en- 
tered the gates of the hostelry in the provincial city of 
N. N, : it was of the sort in which ride retired colonels, 

1 
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staff-captains, landed gentry who own about two hun- 
dred souls of peasants, and, in a word, by all who are 
called gentlemen of the middle class. In the britchka 
sat a gentleman who was neither a beauty nor yet very 
plain in his personal appearance, neither too stout nor 
too thin : it was impossible to say that he was old, 
neither could he be called very young. His arrival 
produced no commotion whatever in the town, and 
was accompanied by nothing in particular: only two 
muzhiks who were standing at the door of the pot- 
house opposite the inn, made some remarks, which 
had, however, more reference to the equipage than 
to the x)ei*son seated in it. ''Just look,** said one 
of them to the other, *' what a wheel that is! What 
do you think ? Will that wheel last as far as Moscow 
if need be, or will it not?** — ''It will hold out,*' 
replied the other. "But it won't hold out as far as 
Kazan, I fancy?'* — "It will not," returned the 
other. And here the conversation ended. But when 
the britchka drove up to the inn, it was met by a 
young man in white duck trousers very narrow and 
very short, and a swallow-tailed coat with claims to fash- 
ion, beneath which was visible a shirt-front fastened 
with a Tula pin, in the shai>e of a bronze pistol. The 
young man turned roujid, surveyed the equipage, 
caught hold of his cap, which the wind was on the 
point of blowing off, and went his way. 

AVhen the carriage entered the court-yard, the gentle- 
man was received by one of tlie Servian ts of the inn, or 
a iiolovoi as they are called in Russian hostelries, who 
was so lively and restless that it was even impossible 
to see what sort of a face he had. He ran out briskly, 
napkin in hand, his long figure clad in a long cotton 
surtout, with its waist almost at the nape of his neck, 
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tossed back his hair, and quickly led the gentleman up- 
stairs along the whole length of the wooden gallery, to 
show hira the chamber sent him by God. The cham- 
ber was of the well-known sort, for the inn was also 
of the familiar sijecies, — that is to say, exactly like 
all taverns in provincial towns, where, for two rubles 
a day, travellei-s receive a sleeping-room with beetles 
which peep out of every corner like plums, and a door 
into the adjoining apartment, which is always blocked 
up with a chest of drawers : in that room a neighlwr 
is always lodged, who is a silent and quiet, but very 
curious, man, who takes an interest in finding out 
every particular relating to the stranger. The outer 
facade of the inn corresponded to its interior : it was 
very long, and two stories high ; the lower was not 
stuccoed, and presei*ved the hue of its dark-red bricks, 
which had grown still darker through the severe 
changes of weather, and were already of a muddy hue 
by nature ; the upper was painted the inevitable yellow : 
on the lower floor, there were shops with horse-collars, 
ro[)es, and cracknels. In the corner shop of this 
row, or rather in its window, sat a sbiteti ^-seller, with 
a samovar of red copper, and a face as red as his 
samovar, so that at a distance it might have been sup- 
posed that two samovars were standing in the window, 
had not one of the samovars had a beard as black as 
pitch. 

While the newly arrived gentleman was inspecting 
his room, his luggage was brought in : first of all 
came a trunk of white leather, somewhat the worse for 
wear, and showing signs that this was not the first time 
it had been on the road. The trunk was brought in by 

^ Sbiten ie a beverage made of water, honey, and laurel-lea vee, or eahia, 
which ie druuk instead of tea» eepecially by the poorer claeeea. 
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the coachman Selifan, an undersized man in a short 
tulup^^ and the footman Petrushka, a young fellow of 
thirty, in a plain, somewhat worn surtout, which had 
evidently come from his master's shoulders, a young 
fellow of rather surly visage, with very thick nose and 
lips. After the trunk came a dressing-case of mahog- 
any with inlaid decorations of veined birch, a boot- 
jack, and a roast chicken wrapped up in blue pai)er. 
When all this had been brought in, the coachman Selifan 
betook himself to the stable to see to the horses, and the 
footman Petrushka began to settle himself in the small 
ante-room, an extremely dark little hole, whither he 
had already contrived to transport his cloak, and with it 
some of his own peculiar odor, which had been com- 
municated to, and was wafted after, the bag contain- 
ing the articles pertaining to his footman's toilet. In 
this tiny den he placed against the wall a narrow, 
three-legged bed, covered it with a small semblance 
of a mattress, beaten down and flat as a pancake, and, 
perhaps, also greased like a pancake, which he had 
succeeded in procuring from the landlord of the inn. 

While his servants were installing themselves, and 
getting to rights, the gentleman had betaken himself 
to the general parlor. Every traveller knows what 
these common parlors are like : the same walls, painted 
in oil-colors, darkened above by pipe-smoke, and covered 
below with marks by the backs of various travellers, and 
still more by local tradespeople, for merchants came 
thither on market-days by sixes and sevens to drink 
their usual two glasses of tea ; the same smoke-begrimed 
ceiling ; the same smoky chandelier with its multitude 
of pendent glass drops, which leaped and jingled every 
time the waiter ran across the worn oil-cloth, boldly 

1 A ebeepekin coat 
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flourishing the tray, upon which stood as many teacups 
as there are birds on the seashore ; the same oil- 
paintings on all the walls ; in a word, every thing was 
exactly the same as what is foUnd everywhere: the 
only difference was, that one of the pictures repre- 
sented a nymph with such an enormous bust as the 
reader has, in all probability, never beheld. Such 
freaks of nature, however, occur in various historical 
pictures, whence, at what time, and by whom, brought 
to us in Russia is unknown, but sometimes by our 
grandees, and art-lovers who have purchased them in 
Italy on the advice of the couriers who conducted them. 
The gentleman threw off his cap, and unwound from 
his neck the rainbow-hued woollen scarf, such as a wife 
prepares for her husband with her own hands, accom- 
panying it with suitable instructions how to wrap him- 
self up. Who makes these things for bachelors, no one 
can say with certainty. God knows ! I have never worn 
such a scarf. Having unwound his scarf, the gentleman 
ordered dinner to be brought. AVhile they served him 
with the various dishes usual at an inn, such as cab- 
bage soup with tarts, purposely kept for several weeks, 
calf's brains with pease, small sausages with cabbage, 
roa^ capon, pickled cucumbers, and the eternal sweet 
puff-paste tarts which are always ready at one's ser- 
vice, — while he was being served with all this, both 
warm and simply cold, he made the servant, or waiter 
(polovoi) , tell him all sorts of nonsense, about who had 
formerly kept the inn, and who kept it now, and 
whether there was much revenue from it, and whether 
the proprietor was a great rogue, to which the waiter 
answered according to custom, '' Oh, a very great one, 
sir ! a perfect rascal ! ' ' For there are a great many 
people nowadays in civilized Russia who cannot eat a 
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mouthful in a tavern without talking to the servant, 
and even jesting in an amusing way at his ex^x^nse 
sometimes. 

However, the new arrival's questions were not all 
foolish. He inquired with great minuteness, who was 
the governor of the town, who was president of the 
court, who was procurator ; in short, he did not omit a 
single official of imiKjrtance ; but he interrogated him 
with still greater minuteness, if not, even, with sympa- 
thy, concerning all the prominent proi)erty-owners, — 
how many souls of peasants such a one had, how far 
he live<l from town, what his character was, even, and 
how often he came into the city ; he inquired atten- 
tively concerning the condition of that i*egion, — were 
there no diseases in the government, epidemic com- 
plaints, deadly fevers, small-pox, or the like ; and he 
put other questions of the same sort, and with an ac- 
curacy which gave proof of something more than mere 
curiosity. There was something respectable about the 
gentleman's manners, and he blew his nose very loudly. 
It is impossible to say how he managed it, but his 
nose resounded like a trumpet. This, to all appear- 
ances, perfectly innocent quality, won him much re- 
spect, nevertheless, on the part of the inn-servant, so 
that, every time the latter hoard that nois^ be shook 
back his hair, straightened himself up intd a more re- 
spectful attitude, and, bending down his head from 
his full height, he inquired, '' Is there any thing you 
would like, sir?" After dinner the gentleman sipped 
a small cup of coffee, and seated himself on the sofa, 
placing behind his back the pillow, which, in Russian 
tavern*^ is stuffed with something very much resem- 
bling bricks and pebbles instead of elastic hair. 

There he began to yawn, and ordered them to show 
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him to hia room, where he lay down and slept for two 
hours. Having rested himself, he wrote down upon a 
scrap of paper, at the request of the servant of the 
tavern, his official title, name and surname, that they 
might be communicated to the [юИсе, according to 
regulation. As the waiter descended the stairs, he 
spelled out on the bit of paper the following words : 
*' Collegiate Councillor, Pavel Ivanovitch Tchitchikoff, 
landed proprietor, travelling* on his own private busi- 
ness." While the waiter was still engaged in deci- 
phering this, letter by letter, Pavel Ivanovitch Tchitchi- 
koff set out to take a look at the town, which seemed 
to be satisfactory ; for he found that it was not a whit 
behind other provincial cities : the yellow paint on the 
stone buildings struck the eye forcibly, and the wooden 
buildings were of a modest dark gray. The houses 
were one and two stories high, or a story and a half, 
with the inevitable entresol, which is so very beautiful, 
in the opinion of provincial architects. In some places, 
these houses seemed lost in the midst of a street as 
broad as a field, and interminable wooden fences : in 
other places they were collected in a cluster ;^ and here 
more activity on the part of the people, and more lifeT^ 
were perceptible. Sign-boards met the eye, with rep- 
resent^^ML of cracknels and boots, which had been 
nearl^^^H*ated by the rain ; and here and there, the 
image o^^pair of blue breeches, and the signature 
of some Warsaw tailor. Here was a shop with caps, — 
leather caps with visors, and uniform caps ; and the 
inscription, ^^Vasiliy Feodoroff^ the Foreigner :'* there 
a billiard-table was depicted with two players in the 
swallow-tailed coats which visitors to the theatres put 
on, with us, when they are going on the stage, after 
the last act. The players were painted with their cues 
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in position, their arms somewhat drawn back, and 
crooked legs which had just executed a flourish in the 
uir. Beneath all this was written, ^^ Here's the Estab- 
lishment,*' Here and there, tables simply stood on the 
street, with nuts, soap, and gingerbread which looked 
like soap: in other places were eating-houses, with 
the picture of a fat fish, and a fork thrust into it. 
Most frequently of all, darkened figures of the impe- 
rial two-headed eagle were visible, which are now re- 
placed by the laconic sign, ''Drinking-house.'*^ The 
pavement was everywhere in a bad condition. 

He glanced at the city-garden, which consisted of 
slender trees which had not thriven well, with supports 
beneath, in the form of triangles, which were vei"y 
prettily painted in green. However, although these 
trees were no taller than a walking-stick, it was said of 
them in the newspaper, in connection with an account 
of an illumination, that '^ Our city has been adorned, 
thanks to the care of the administrator of our town, 
with a garden, consisting of shady, widely branching 
trees, which offer coolness on sultry days ; " and that 
" it was very delightful to observe how the hearts of 
the citizens leaped in excess of gratitude," and how 
'* floods of teai-s streamed down, in sign of thanks to 
his honor, the governor of the town." After minutely 
catechising the sentry as to the nearest way of reaching 
the cathedral, the courts, and the governor, in case of 
need, he went to survey the river, which flowed through 
the middle of the city; on the way, he tore down a 
poster from the pillar to which it was attached, in order 
that he might read it thoroughly on his return home; 
stared intently at a rather pretty woman who passed 

> Until recently, the crown received the revennee of the drlnking-houeee, 
or kabaki ; hence the twobeaded eagles, and aUo their deeigoatiou in the 
popular poetry as " imperial." 
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along the wooden sidewalk, followed by a little boy in 
military livery, with a package in his hand ; and after 
casting his eyes about once more, as though for the 
purpose of fixing thoroughly the positions of places, 
he went straight home and to his room, being assisted 
a little on the stairs by the servant-man of the inn. 
After drinking his tea, he seated himself at the table, 
ordered a light to be brought, pulled the poster out 
of his pocket, held it near the candle, and began to 
read, half shutting his right eye as he did so. The 
poster contained but little of interest: a drama of 
Kotzebue*s was to be played, in which Mr. Poplevin 
was to play the part of Rolla, Miss Zyablova the part 
of Cora, and the rest of the characters were of even less 
consequence ; nevertheless, he read them all, even got 
as far as the prices for the pit, and learned that the 
lister was printed in the government printing-office : 
then he turned to the other side, to see if there were 
not something more ; but finding nothing, he wiped his 
eyes, foldeii it up neatly, and laid it in his dressing- 
case, where he was in the habit of putting any thing 
that came to hand. This day, it appears, was con- 
cluded with a portion of cold veal, a bottle of sour 
cabbage soup, and a sound sleep, — a regular bear 
sleep^ as it is put in some localities of the broad 
Eussian Empire. 

The whole of the following day was devoted to visits. 
The new-comer set out to call upon all the official 
hierarchy of the town. He paid his respects to the 
governor, who, as it appeared, was, like Tchitchikoff, 
neither fat nor lean in person, had the order of St. 
Anna^ on his neck, and was even said to be down on 

1 The fifth in rank of the Ruesian orders; founded Feb. 14, 1735, by 
Charlee Frederic of Schleewig-Holetein. 
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the list for a star : he was a very good-natured man, 
moreover, and sometimes embroidered on tulle. Then 
he went to the vice-governor, then to the procurator, 
the president of the court, the chief of police, the 
farmer of the brandy revenues, the director of the im- 
perial factories, . . . it's a pity that it is rather difficult 
to remember all the mighty ones of this world ; but 
suffice it to say, that the new-comer displayed unusual 
activity in the matter of calls. He even presented 
himself to testify to his respect for the inspector of the 
medical department, and the city architect : and then 
he sat for a long time in his britchka, thinking who 
still remained for him to call upon ; but there were no 
more officials in the town. 

In his conversations with these ruling personages, he 
had contrived to flatter each in a very artful way. 
He had hinted to the governor, as though cursorily, 
that it was like entering paradise to come to his govern- 
ment, the roads were everywhere like velvet, and that 
those rulers who appoint wise officers are worthy of 
the greatest praise. To the chief of police he said 
something extremely flattering about the watchmen 
of the town ; and in the course of conversation with 
the vice-governor and the president of the court, who 
were, as yet, only state councillors, he even said " Your 
Excellency*''^ twice by mistake, which pleased them 
greatly. The result of this was, that the governor in- 
vited him to honor him that same evening with his 
company at a family party : the other officials did the 
same on their part, one asking him to dinner, another 

J Vashe prevoskhodltelstvo. This title is due only to membere of claeeee 
three and four, which compriee lieutenant and major generals in the military 
hierarchy, privy councillors and actual councillors of state in the civil ser- 
vice, and vice and rear admirals in the navy. As a member of the fifth claee, 
they had no right to any title but Vuisokopdduii, — " well born.»* 



THE CAPITAL OF THE GOVERNMENT. 11 

to a party of Boston,* and another to drink a cup of 
tea. 

The stranger appeared to avoid saying much about 
himself ; but when he did say any thing, it consisted 
of commonplace remarks, uttered with evident discre- 
tion, and his conversation on such occasions assumed 
bookish turns : — he was an insignificant worm of this 
world, not worth their taking much trouble about; 
he had gone through a great deal in his time ; he 
had suffered in the service for the sake of the right, 
had many enemies, who even sought his life; and 
now, desirous of setthng down in i>eace, he was seek- 
ing a place of residence ; and, having arrived in town, 
he had regarded it as his positive duty to pay his 
respects to the principal officials. That was all that 
was known in the town regarding this new person, 
who did not fail to make his appearance promptly at 
the governor's assembly. The preparations for this 
party occupied more than two houi-s, and on this occa- 
sion the new-comer paid such attention to his toilet 
as is not seen everywhere. 

After a brief after-dinner nap, he ordered his wash- 
ing materials to be given him, and rubbed his cheeks 
for a very long time with the soap, supportmg them 
from within with his tongue; then, taking the towel 
from the shoulder of the inti-servant, he rubbed his 
full face on all sides with it, beginning behind his 
ears, snorting twice, first, in the very face of the 
servant; then he put on his shirt before the mirror, 
plucked out two small haire which projected froift his 
nose, and immediately afterwards found himself in his 
cranberry-colored, swallow- tailed coat, much cut out 

1 "Boeton: " a card game which was very popular on the Contineut dur- 
iDg the first half of the present century. 
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in front. Having dressed in this fashion, he drove in 
his own carriage along the interminably wide streets, il- 
luminated by the feeble light of windows which gleamed 
here and there. However, the governor's house was 
illuminated as though for a ball : there were calashes 
with lanterns, two gendarmes at the entrance, and 
postilions* shouts in the distance, — in short, all that 
was requisite. Tchitchikoff was forced to half close 
his eyes on his entrance into the drawing-room, for 
the light of the candles, lamps, and ladies' dresses 
was terrible. Eveiy thing was flooded with light. 
Black dress-coats fluttered hither and thither, and 
moved about separately and in groujis, as flies move 
in white, gleaming, refined sugar in the summer heats 
jof July, when the old housekeeper cuts and divides it 
up into glittering morsels before the oi)en window : 
the children all assemble a^ut, and look on, watching 

Iyrith curiosity the movements of her rough hands as they 
ift the hammer ; and the airy squadrons of flies, rising 
on the light breeze, fly boldly in, like fat housewives, 
and profiting by the old woman's w^ak sight, and by 
the sun which troubles her eyes, scatter over the dainty 
morsels, here in broken, there in compact, masses. 
Satiated with the luxuriant summer, and with the 
savory dishes set out at every step besides, they have 
flown in, not in the least for the purpose of eating, 
\ but simply in order to show themselves, to promenade 
back and forth over the sugary mass, to rub their hind 
or their fore legs together, or to scratch themselves 
with them under their wings, or with outstretched hind- 
legs to rub their heads, turn about, and fly off again, 
and then fly back in tiresome new squadrons. 

Tchitchikoff had not succeeded in looking about him, 
when his arm was seized by the governor, who at once 
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presented him to his wife. The newly arrived guest 
did not do himself discredit even here : he uttered a 
Ki compliment, a very polite one for a middle-aged man 

IS whose official rank was neither very high nor very low. 

s When the couples of dancers crushed every one against 

(1 the walls as they came to a stand-still, he put his hands 

it behind his back, and regarded them very attentively 

e for a couple of minutes. Many ladies were dressed 

г fashionably and well : others were clothed with whatever 

3 God had sent to that provincial town. The men here, 

as everywhere else, were of two sorts. Some were 
slender, and hovered incessantly about the ladies : a 
few of them — who were with difficulty distinguishable 
from Petersburgians, had very well-considered and 
tastefully arranged side- whiskers, or very fine looking, 
smoothly shaven oval faces — seated themselves care- 
lessly beside the ladies, talked in French, and threw 
the ladies into confusion exactly as if they were in 
Petei-sburg. The other sort of men consisted of the 
stout ones, or those like TchitchikofiP ; that is, those 
who were n^t so very fat, and yet not thin. These 
latter, on the other hand, looked askance at the ladies, 
and retreated from them, and merely cast sidelong 
glances about them to discover whether the governor's 
servants had set out the green table for whist any- 
where. Their faces were full and round, some even 
bad beards, here and there one was pock-marked : they 
did not wear their hair in a crest, nor in curls, nor in 
the deuce-take-me style, as the French say ; their hair 
was either closely cut or plastered down, and their fea- 
tures were rounder and stronger. These were the 
prominent officials of the town. Alas I The fat men ; 
know better how to manage their affairs in this world ' 
than the thin ones do. The thin ones only serve on 

,,7 
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special commissions, or only join the ranks, and change 
about here and there: their existence is too light in 
some way, too airy, and not to be depended upon. 
But the stout ones never fill out-of-the-way lюsitions, 
but always responsible ones ; and if they do settle 
down anywhere, they do so forcibly and reliably, so 
that the place itself may tremble, and give way beneath 
them, and they will not fly from it. They are not 
fond of external glitter ; their coats are not so skilfully 
cut as the thin men's coats ; but, on the other band, 
they have that in their coffers for which to thank God. 
In three years a thin man will not have a soul left 
which he has not mortgaged at the bank : the fat man 
has a tranquil look ; and somewhere in the outskirts of 
the city, a house, purchased in his wife's name, has 
made its appearance, then another at the other end of 
the town, then a little country estate near town, and 
a village with all its appurtenances. Finally, the fat 
man quits the service, after having served God and 
the emperor, and won univei*sal respect, looks about 
him, and becomes a landed proprietor, a pne Russian 
gentleman, and liberal host, and begins to live, and 
lives well. And after him his thin heii*s again get rid 
of the whole paternal estate post haste, in accordance 
with Russian custom. 

It is impossible to conceal the fact that it was very 
nearly this sort of reflections which occupied Tchitchi- 
koff's mind at the moment when he was surveying the 
company; and the result was, that he finally joine<l 
the stout men, among whose number he found nearly 
all his acquaintances : — the procurator, with very 
black, thick brows, and a left eye which was rather 
given to winking, as much as to say, " Come into the 
other room, my boy, and I'll tell you something ! " — a 



THE CAPITAL OF THE GOVERNMENT. 15 

serious and reticent man, however; the postmaster, 
a man of low stature, but a wit and a philosopher ; the 
president of the court, a very sensible and amiable 
man. All these greeted him as an old friend, where- 
upon Tchitchikoff bowed somewhat to one side, but 
not without courtesy. There he made the acquaint- 
ance of a very polite and friendly estate-owner, Mani- 
loff, and a rather awkward-looking one, Sobakevitch, 
who trod on his foot the very first thing, and said, " I 
beg your pardon." They immediately thrust cards for 
whist into his hand, which he took with a polite in- 
clination. They seated themselves at the green table, 
and did not rise until supper-time. All convereation 
ceased entirely, as is proper when people give them- 
selves up to active business. Although the iwstmaster 
was very talkative, even he, as soon as he had taken 
his cards in his hand, immediately threw a thoughtful 
expression into his countenance, covered his upper lip 
with the lower, and preserved that position all the 
time the game lasted. When he played a face-card, 
he smote the table • heavily with his hand, saying, 
if it were the queen, "Go along, old popess!*' if 
the king, "Away with you, you Tamboff muzhik!** 
And the president said, " Tve got him by the mus- 
tache ! I*ve got her by the mustache ! " Sometimes as 
the cards struck the table, such exclamations escaped, 
as, " Ah ! to be, or not to be ; '* " there's nothing to 
be done;" "so there's a diamond!" or simply the 
exclamation, "Hearts," tchervototchina ; ^ "spades,** 
or ^^г'Агепйгая, 2)/^сЛ?(гм5Л^с/гглА:, pitchura,^ and even 
pitchuk, names by which they had christened the suits 
in their circle. At the end of the game, they disputed 
quite loudly as usual. Our new guest disputed too, but 

1 A form of tchervlt hcarte. • All forme of pikl, spades. 
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with a certain art, so that all could see that he disputed, 
but was doing it pleasantly. He never said, *.' Go on ! " 
but, " Will you have the kindness to play? I have had 
the honor to cover your deuce," and so on. In order 
to agree with his antagonists in some way, he each time 
offered them his silver and enamel snuff-box, in the 
bottom of which they perceived two violets which were 
placed there to scent it. The attention of the new-comer 
was especially directed to Maniloff and Sobakevitch, the 
landed proprietors who have been referred to above. 
He immediately made inquiries about them, calling the 
president and the postmaster to one side for the pur- 
pose. Some of the questions put to them by the guest 
evinced not only curiosity, but respectability ; for the 
first thing of all that he asked was, how many serfs 
each of them had, and in what condition their estates 
were ; and after this, he informed himself as to their 
names and surnames. In a short time he had suc- 
ceeded in charming them completely. Proprietor Mani- 
loff, who was not at all an old man yet, who had eyes 
as sweet as sugar, and screwed them up every time he 
laughed, was in ecstasies over him. He pressed his 
hand for a very long time, and begged him. in the most 
earnest manner to honor him with a trip to his estate, 
which, according to his assertions, was only fifteen 
versts from the city-barriers: to this Tchitchikoff re- 
plied, with an extremely courteous inclination of the 
head, and a hearty squeeze of the hand, that he was not 
only ready to comply with this request with the greatest 
pleasure, but that he should even consider it a sacred 
duty. Sobakevitch also said rather laconically, '*! in- 
vite you to my house also," at the same time giving a 
backward scrape with a foot shod in a shoe of such 
gigantic size, that a foot to correspond is hardly to 
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be found, especially at the present clay, when bogatuiri^ 
have begun to disappear from Russia. 

The next day Tchitehikoff went to dine and spend 
the evening with the chief of police, where they sat 
down to whist at three in the afternoon, and played 
until two o'clock in the morning. There, among others, 
he made the acquaintance of a landed proprietor named 
Nozdreff, a man of thirty, a wide-awake young fellow, 
who began to address him as Июгс after the first three 
or four words. Nozdreff called the chief of police 
and the procurator thou also, and behaved in a friendly 
way ; but when they sat down to play for high stakes, 
the chief of police and the procurator watched every 
trick he took with great attention, and followed up 
almost every card which he laid down. Tchitehikoff 
passed the next evening with the president of the 
court, who received his guests in a rather greasy dress- 
ing-gown ; and among the number were two ladies of 
some sort : then he spent an evening with the vice- 
governor, dined with the revenue farmer, attended a 
small but expensive dinner at the procurator's, and 
a lunch given by the mayor of the town after mass, 
which was equivalent to a dinner. In a word, Tchitehi- 
koff was not forced to spend a single hour at home, 
and he only entered the inn to sleep. 

The new-comer understood how to adapt himself to 
every circumstance, and showed that he was an accom- 
plished man of the world. On whatever subject the 
conversation turned, he would always sustain it : if it 
was a question of breeding horses, he talked about 
breeding horses ; if they talked of fine dogs, he com- 
municated very practical observations on that subject ; 

' The appellation of heroes in the ancient epic eongR. These heroes were 
of gigantic size, and immensely strung, as i^ usual in that class of literature. 
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if they discussed the investigations undertaken by the 
imperial courts of justice, he showed that he was not 
unacquainted with legal affaire; if a dispute arose 
over a play at billiards, he was not found wanting ; if 
philanthropy was the subject under discussion, he pro- 
nounced judgment very well indeed on philanthropy, 
and the tears even came into his eyes ; he was posted 
on the distillation of brandy when that was mentioned ; 
and when they talked of the local supervisora and 
officials, he passed judgment on them as though he 
were himself both an official and a supei*visor. But it 
was worthy of note, that he knew how to make known 
his views with a certain gravity of mien, that he under- 
stood how to bear himself admirably. He в\юке neither 
loudly nor softly, but exactly as he should. In short, 
turn him whichever way you would, he was an estimable 
man. All the officials were delighted at the arrival of 
a new person. The govenior expressed himself to the 
effect that he was a well-meaning man ; the procurator 
said that he was a practical man ; the chief of the 
gendarmerie^ that he was a learned man ; the chief of 
police, that he was a respectable and amiable man ; the 
wife of the chief of police, that he was a most agreeable 
and well-bred man. Even Sobakevitch himself, who 
rarely expressed a favorable opinion of any one, when 
he returned at a tolerably late hour from town, and, 
after completely undressing himself, lay down on the 
bed beside his gaunt wife, said to her, "My love, I 
si>ent the evening at the governor's, and dined at the 
chief of ix)lice*s ; and I have made the acquaintance of 
Collegiate Councillor Pavel Ivanovitch Tchitchikoff, — 
a very agreeable man, that ! " To which his spouse re- 
plied, " Hm ! '* and gave him a push with her foot. 
Such was the very flattering opinion which was 
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formed of him in the town ; and it was maintained un- 
til a very singular characteristic of the guest and an 
undertaking — or, as they express it in the provinces, 
a scrape, of which the reader will shortly be informed 
— threw nearly the entire town into a state of 
amazement. 
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CHAPTER II. 

THE MANILOFF FAMILY. 

TcHiTCHiKOTF ordere bis carriage, to vieit Maniloff, who has told him that 
he lives fifteen veretH from the town. — Petraebka ie left behind to guard 
hie efifecte. — Portrait of Petruehka : the author offer» hie excuses for 
presenting to the disdainful Russian public the portraits of the lackey 
and coachman of a man who is himself neither a prince, a count, a baron, 
nor even a general. — Tchitchikofif passes the city-barrier, and traverses 
fifteen verste, then a sixteenth. — Inhere a peasant is questioned as to the 
location of the village of Manilovka. — After driving half a dozen verste 
farther, Tchitchikoff finally arrives. —Description of the locality. — Joy 
of Maniloff at the sight of any visitor: he then recognizee Tchitchikoff. — 
Annoying insignificance of certain personages. — Portrait of Maniloff, 
in whom one would like to detect a passion, a mania, a vice, in order 
to learn something about him. — Madame Mauilova is the true wife of 
her husband, and both are worthy parents of the little Maniloffs. — 
Ceremonious manners of the sentimental couple. — Trio of praise, 
awarded, without distinction, to all the notabilities of the city. — A 
fresh outburst of mutual compliments. — The dining-room, the children 
and their tutor. — Maniloff shows off at table the brilliant education of 
hie heirs. — Themistoclus bites Alcldes' ear. — Maniloff after dinner 
takes his guest to his ♦• study."- Tchitchikoff, who does not smoke, 
listens to the bucolic and sentimental utterances of his host, and takes 
advantage of them to learn whether many serfs have died in the village 
since the last census. — The mteAvard fetches the list. — Character and 
position of this man. — Tchitchikoff wants to own these dead souls: 
Maniloff fears for a moment that his guest is mad, but becomes re- 
assured, returns to his idyllic discourse, promises to go to town on the 
earliest possible day, and register the deed of sale of his dead serfs, and 
receives the tender farewells of his friend. — Madame Manilova and the 
two young sages at the moment of leave-taking. — He promises toys. — 
Last efforts to detain the amiable visitor.- Tchitchikoff takes his de- 
parture. — Storm in the air. — Maniloff, always a dreamer, dreams that 
evening more dreamily than ever: one question only puzzles him, — 
*< What is the use of buying dead souls? " 

The strange gentleman had been living in town for 
more than a week, going about to evening parties, din- 
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ners, and in that way having a very good time, as 
they say. At length he decided to pay his visits out 
of town, and to go to the landed proprietoi-s, Maniloff 
and Sobakevitch, as he had promised. Possibly he was 
moved to this by another and more substantial cause, 
a more serious affair, and one which lay nearer to his 
heart. . . . But all this the reader will learn gradually, 
and at the proper time, if he will but have the patience 
to read the present novel, which will be developed at 
great length, more broadly and largely in proportion 
as it approaches the end, which crowns the deed. 

Selifan, the coachman, was ordered to harness the 
horses to the well-known britchka, early in the morn- 
ing. Petrushka was ordered to stay at home, and look 
after the room and the trunk. It will not prove super- 
fluous to make the reader acquainted with these two 
serfs of our story. Although they are not such very 
prominent personages, but what are called second, or 
even third, class characters ; although the action and 
mainspring of the poem do not depend upon them, 
but barely touch and lightly implicate them here 
and there, —^ still, the author greatly likes to be ac- 
curate in all matters ; and from this point of view, he 
desires to be as punctilious as a German, in spite of 
the fact that he is a Russian himself. Moreover, this 
will occupy but very little time and space, since not 
much requires to be added to what the reader already 
knows, which is, that Petrushka wore a rather loose, 
light brown surtout, which had belonged to his master, 
and had, according to the custom with people of his 
profession, a very thick nose and thick lips. In char- 
acter, he was more reserved than talkative : he was 
even lюssessed of a noble desire for culture, — that is 
to say, for the reading of books, the contents of which 
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did not trouble him at all ; it was all the same to him 
whether it was the adventures of a love-enslaved hero, 
an A В С book, or a breviary ; he read every thing 
with equal attention ; if any one had forced a volume 
of chemistry upon him, he would not have refused it. 
It was not so much what he read, that pleased him, 
but the reading, or, to si)eak more accurately, the pro- 
cess of reading itself, and the surprise of finding that 
the letters were continually turning out as some woixl or 
other, which meant, sometimes, the deuce only knows 
what. This reading was chiefly accomplished in a 
recumbent attitude, in the ante-room, \х\юи the bed- 
stead and mattress, which became in consequence as 
flat and thin as a pancake. In addition to his passion 
for reading, he had two habits, which constituted two 
more of his characteristic traits, — he slept without un- 
dressing, just as he was, in that same surtout : and he. 
always carried about with him a special atmosphere of 
his own peculiar smell, which corresponded, to some 
extent, with that of a dwelling-room ; so that it suflSced 
for him merely to install himself somewhere, to trans- 
port thither his cloak and belongings, and it immedi- 
ately seemed as though people had inhabited the 
apartment for ten years. TchitchikofiP, who was very 
dainty, and even, in some respects, capricious, when 
this atmosphere saluted his sensitive nose in the morn- 
ing, merely frowned, and shook his head, remarking, 
'' The deuce knows, my good fellow, but you are 
sweating. You ought to take a bath." To this, 
Petrushka made no reply, and immediately endeavored 
to busy himself about something, or walked up with 
the brush to where his master's coat was hanging, or 
simply carried something away. What did he think 
while he thus maintained silence ? Perhaps he said 
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to himself, "You're nice, anyway! АгепЧ you tired 
of repeating the same thing forty times in succession?** 
— God knows : it is difficult to find out what a house- 
serf thinks when his master is reading him a lesson. 
So this is what may be said of Petrushka in the first 
place. 

Selifan, the coachman, was a totally different man. 
But the author is very much ashamed of detaining the 
reader so long over men of the lower class, knowing 
by experience how unwilling the latter is to make ac- 
quaintances in the lower ranks of society. Such is the 
Russian man, however: he has a strong passion for 
taking an interest in a person who is even only one de- 
gi*ee higher in rank than himself, and a bowing ac- 
quaintance with a count or a prince is better in his eyes 
than the closest of friendly relations with others. The 
author even fears for his hero, who is only a collegiate 
councillor. Court councillors will, i^erhaps, make his 
acquaintance ; but those who have already attained to 
the rank of general, will, perhaps, — God knows, — 
cast one of those scornful glances which are proudly 
bestowed by man on all which does not crawl at his 
feet, or, what is still worse, they will, i)erhaps, pass on 
in an inattention which is deadly to the author. But, 
however insulting either course of action may be, we 
must return to our hero. 

Having thus given the necessary orders on the pre- 
ceding evening, he awoke very early the next morning, 
washed, willed himself from head to foot with a damp 
sponge, — which he only did on Sundays, and that day 
chanced to be a Sunday, — shaved himself in such a 
way that his cheeks seemed real satin in point of smooth- 
ness and lюlish, put on his cranberry-colored swallow- 
tailed coat with its open front, then his cloak lined with 
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long-haired bearskin, and went down-stairs, supported 
under the arm by the inn-servant, now on one side, 
now on the other, and seated himself in his britchka. 
The britchka rolled through the gates of the tavern 
into the street with a great noise. The pope,^ who was 
l)assing, removed his hat: some small boys in dirty 
blouses extended their hands, saying, '' Give alms to 
the orphan, master ! '* The coachman, perceiving that 
one of them was very fond of hanging on behind car- 
riages, cracked his whip at him, and the britchka went 
jolting over the stones. It was not without joy that he 
beheld the striped turapike-bar in the distance, which 
announced that there would soon be an end to the 
pavement as to all other torture ; and after striking his 
head a few times more, and with considerable force, 
against the carriage frame, Tehitchikoff was at length 
borne out uix)n the soft earth. No sooner was the 
town left behind, than all sorts of things to be de- 
scribed were encountered on both sides of the road, — 
hillocks, fir-woods, short and delicate bushes of young 
pines, the charred boles of old ones, wild heather, and 
such nonsense. He passed villages stretched out in a 
line, in architecture resembling piles of firewood, cov- 
ered with gray roofs, with carved wooden ornaments 
beneath them, in the form of the drooping embroidery 
patterns on towels. Some muzhiks were seated, yawn- 
ing as usual, on benches outside the gates, in their 
sheepskin jackets. Women with fat faces and closely 
bound bosoms gazed from the upper windows : from 
the lower peeped a calf, or a pig thrust out his ill-de- 
fined snout. In short, the views луеге the customary 
ones. Having traversed fifteen versts, he recollected, 
that, according to Mauiloff*s account, his estate must 

» Priest. 
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be situated about there ; but the sixteenth-verst stone 
had flown past, and still no village was visible ; and had 
it not been for two muzhiks who chanced to meet them, 
they would hardly have succeeded in reaching their 
destination. At the query, '4s it far to Zaraanilovka 
village?" the muzhiks removed their caps, and one of 
them, who was the more sensible of the two, and wore 
his beard in a club, replied, "Manilovka, possibly, but 
not Zamauilovka." 

''Well, then, Manilovka." 

" Manilovka ! You go on a verst farther, and then 
turn straight to the right.*' 

"Tp the right?" repeated the coachman. 

"To the right," said the muzhik. "That is the 
road to Manilovka, but there is no Zamanilovka. It is 
called so, — that is, its name is Manilovka ; and there's 
no Zamanilovka at all. There, straight on the hill, 
you will see a two-story house of stone ; that's the 
proprietor's house ; that is, the gentleman himself lives 
there. That's Manilovka for you ; but there's no 
Zamanilovka whatever here at all, and never has been." 

They drove on to find Manilovka. After going two 
versts, they came to a turning into a cross-country 
road ; but they had traversed two, three, and even four 
versts, apparently, and still no two-storied stone house 
was visible. Then Tchitchikoff recollected, that if a 
friend invites you to visit him at a village fifteen versts 
off, it means that it is certainly situated thirty versts 
away. The village of Manilovka deserves some atten- 
tion, on account of its situation. The seigneurial house 
stood alone on a height, exposed to every wind which 
might take a fancy to blow : the slope of the hill upon 
which it was placed was clad with closely shaven turf. 
Upon it, in the English fashion, were scattered two or 
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three thickets of shrubbery, of lilac-bushes, and yellow 
acacia : five or six beeches elevated their fine-leaved, 
slender crests in little clumps. Beneath two of them, 
arbors were visible, with flattened green cupolas, blue 
wooden columns, and the inscription, " The Temple of 
Solitary Meditation :" lower down was a pond, covered 
with green scum, which, however, is no novelty in Eng- 
lish gardens belonging to the Russian landed gentry. 
At the foot of this elevation, and lying partly on the 
declivity itself, board cottages stood out darkly, with- 
out any particular order, which our hero began to count 
on the spot, for some unknown reason, and reckoned 
up over two hundred. Nowhere among them was there 
a growing tree or a particle of green : there was noth- 
ing anywhere but the smooth boards. The view was 
enlivened by two women, who with dresses pictur- 
esquely tucked up, and closely confined on all sides, 
were wading up to their knees in the pond, dragging 
behind two wooden trestles a torn net, wherein wei*e 
visible two entangled crabs and a glistening flatfish 
who had got in there : the women seemed to be quarrel- 
ling, and upbraiding each other with something. Far 
off to one side a pine-forest darkled monotonously blue. 
Even the weather seemed to accommodate itself to the 
circumstances : it was neither clear nor cloudy, but of 
a kind of light-gray hue, such as is only encountered, 
in the old uniforms of soldiers in garrison. For the 
completion of the picture, not even the cock was lack- 
ing, that prophet of a change of weather, who, in spite 
of the fact that his head had been cut open to the very 
brain by the beaks of the other cocks, on account of 
certain matters connected with courtship, crowed very 
loudly, and even flapped his wings, which were as 
plucked and frowsy as old rugs. 
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As he drove into the court-yard, Tchitehikoff per- 
ceived the host himself standing on the A'eranda, in a 
green shalloon coat, with his hand pressed to his brow, 
to form a screen for his eyes, in order that he might 
the better survey the approaching equipage. In pro- 
portion as the britchka approached the veranda, his 
eyes grew merrier, and his smile grew broader and 
broader. 

'' Pavel Ivanovitch ! *' he exclaimed at length, as 
TchitchikoflP descended from the britchka. . . . ''So 
you have remembered us at last! '* 

The two friends kissed each other heartily, and 
Maniloff led his guest to a room. Although the time 
which they will take to traverse the л^estibule, ante- 
room, and dining-room is rather short, we will try 
whether we cannot take advantage of it to say some- 
thing about the master of the house. But here the 
author must confess that this is rather a difficult under- 
taking. It is much easier to conceive a character of 
grand dimensions ; then all one has to do is to throw 
his colore on the canvas from a full hand, — flaming 
black eyes, overhanging brows, a forehead seamed with 
wrinkles, a cloak either black, or red as fire, flung over 
one shoulder, — and the portrait is ready : but here are 
two gentlemen who have many like them in the world, 
who, to all appearance, greatly resemble each other; 
and yet, when you look more closely, you perceive many 
peculiarities of the most intangible description, — and 
such gentlemen are extremely difficult to portray. In 
such cases, it is necessaiy to concentrate the attention 
until you find all those delicate, imperceptible traits 
leaping forth ; and, in general, it is indispensable to 
render much deeper the insight already sharpened in 
the science of investigation. 
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God alone, perhaps, can say what Maniloff's char- 
acter was. There is a class of people known by the 
name of people who are neither one thing nor another^ 
but just themselves — '* neither in the city of Bogdan 
nor in the hamlet Selifan," as the proverb says. Pos- 
sibly Maniloff should be counted among them. He 
was a well-favored man in personal appearance: his 
features were not lacking in agreeability, but this 
agreeability seemed rather too much peimeated with 
sugar; there was something alwut his manners and 
ways which sought favor and acquaintanceship. He 
smiled seductively, was of light complexion, and had 
blue eyes. You could not help saying, the first 
moment you spoke with him, " What a good and 
agreeable man ! *' The next moment you would say 
nothing; and at the third you would say, "The deuce 
knows what this fellow is like ! '* and you would go as 
far away from him as iX)S8ible ; and if you did not re- 
treat, you would feel bored to death. From him you 
expected no quick or arrogant word, such as you may 
hear from almost any one if you touch upon a subject 
which offends him. Everybody has his hobby: one 
man's hobby turns to greyhounds ; another thinks that 
he is a great lover of music, and is wonderfully sensi- 
tive to all its deep places ; a third is a master of the 
art of dining daintily ; a fourth can play a part higher 
than the one assigned to him, if only by a vershok ; ^ a 
fifth of more restricted desires, sleeps, and dreams how 
he may get a walk with the staff-adjutant, and show off 
before his friends, his acquaintances, and even those 
whom he does not know ; a sixth is gifted with a hand 
which is beset with a supernatural desire to turn down 
the corner of some ace of diamonds or a deuce ; while 

1 One inch and tbree-quartere. 
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the hand of a seventh slips along to produce order 
somewhere, to get as near as possible to the persons of 
the post-station superintendent or of the postilion ; in a 
word, every one has his peculiarity, but Maniloff had 
none. At home he said very little, and was mostly 
occupied in thought and meditation ; but the subject of 
his thoughts was probably known to God alone. It is 
impossible to say that he busied himself with the man- 
agement of his estate: he never even went into the 
fields, and affairs seemed to manage themselves. 
IVhen the steward said, ''It would be well, sir, to do 
so and so,*' — " Yes : it would not be bad,*' was his 
customary reply, as he puffed away at his pipe, which 
had become a habit with him when he served in the 
army, where he was considered the most discreet, most 
delicate, and the most accomplished, of officers. '* Yes, 
it really would not be bad,'* he repeated. 

When a muzhik came to him, and said, as he 
scratched the back of his head, '' Master, let me leave 
my work, allow me to earn something," — ''Go,*' he 
said as he smoked his pipe ; and it never even entered 
his head that the muzhik had gone off on a drunken 
carouse. Sometimes, as he gazed from the veranda at 
the yard and the pond, he said that it would be well if 
an underground passage could be made of a sudden 
from the house, or if a stone bridge were to be built 
across the pond with booths on each side, in which 
dealers might sit and sell the various small wares re- 
quired by the peasants. At such times, his eyes be- 
came particularly sweet, and his face assumed a most 
satisfied expression. However, all these projects were 
confined to words alone. Some book or other was 
always lying in his study, with a book-mark at the four- 
teenth page, which he had been reading constantly for 
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the last two years. There was forever something lack- 
ing in the house : in the drawing-roora, there was some 
very handsome furniture, covered with an elegant silken 
material, which certainly must have cost a good deal ; 
but on two of the arm-chairs it was missing, and they 
were simply covered with rugs ; and for several years, 
the host had warned his visitors in these words: 
'' Don't sit down in those chairs, they are not ready 
yet." In one room, there was no furniture at all; 
though directly after his marriage he had said, " My 
love, we must see about putting some furniture into 
this room to-morrow, if only for a time." In the even- 
ing a very handsome candlestick of dark bronze, with 
three antique Graces, and an elegant mother-of-pearl 
shade, was placed on the table, and beside it a plain 
brass invalid, which was lame, twisted on one side, and 
all covered with tallow, although neither master, mis- 
tress, nor servants perceived it. 

His wife . . . however, they were perfectly satisfied 
with each other. In spite of the fact that they had 
been married more than eight years, each was con- 
stantly offering the other a bit of apple, or a sugar- 
plum, or a nut, and saying in a touchingly tender voice, 
expressive of the most perfect affection, " Open your 
little mouth, my soul, and I will put this tidbit in." 
Of course the little mouth opened very gracefully on 
such occasions. Surprises were prepared for birthdays, 
such as a pearl-bead case for a toothbrush. And very 
frequently, as they sat on the sofa, one would suddenly 
abandon his pipe, for some utterly inscrutable cause, 
and the other her work, if she chanced to have any 
in her hand at the time, and they would imprint upon 
each other's lips such a long and languishing kiss, that 
a little straw cigar might have been smoked during the 
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time it lasted. In a word, they were what is called 
happy. But it may be observed that there are many 
other occupations in a house besides prolonged kisses 
and surprises, and many different questions might be 
put. Why, for instance, did matters go on so stupidly 
and senselessly in the kitchen? Why was the store- 
room so empty? Why have a thief for housekeeper? 
Why were the servants dirty and intoxicated? Why 
did all the house-servants sleep so unmercifully, and 
spend all the rest of the time in playing pranks ? But 
all these are trivial subjects, for Madame Manilova 
was well educated ; and a good education is received in 
boarding-schools, as is well known ; and in boarding- 
schools, as is well known, three principal subjects con- 
stitute the foundation of human virtue, — the French 
tongue, which is indispensable to family happiness ; the 
piano-forte, to afford pleasant moments to a husband ; 
and lastly, the sphere of domestic management, — the 
knitting of purses, and other surprises. Moreover, 
there are various perfections and changes in methods, 
especially at the present time : all this depends chiefly 
on the cleverness and qualities of the heads of the 
schools. In other boarding-schools, it is so arranged 
that the piano- forte comes first, the French language 
next, and the domestic part last. And sometimes it is 
so arranged that the housekeeping department — that 
is to say, the knitting of surprises — is first, then 
French, then the piano. Methods vary. It will do no 
barm to make one observation, that the Manilova . . . 
but I confess that I am very much afraid of speaking 
of homes ; and, besides, it is time for me to return to 
our heroes, who have been standing several minutes 
before the drawing-room door, entreating each other to 
enter fii*st. 
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"Pray do not discommode yourself so for me: I 
will follow you," said Tchitchikoff. 

"No, Pavel Ivanoviteh, no: you are a guest," said 
Maniloff, pointing to the door. 

" Do not make objections, pray do not make objec- 
tions : I beg that you will enter," said TchitchikoflF. 

" No, excuse me. I will not permit such a pleasant 
and accomplished guest to come behind me." 

" Why accomplished ? . . . please go in." 

" Well, then, please pass in yourself." 

"But why?" 

" Well, because," said Maniloff, with a pleasant 
smile. 

Finally, the two friends passed through the door 
side by side, crowding each other a little in the 
process. 

" Allow me to present to you my wife," said 
Maniloff. "My love, Pavel Ivanoviteh!" 

Then Tchitchikoff saw a lady whom he had not 
even noticed, saluting him and Maniloff in the door- 
way. She was quite pretty, and becomingly dressed. 
A loose dress of pale silk suited her well : her small, 
delicate hand flung something hastily on the table, and 
clasped a batiste handkerchief with embroidered cor- 
ners. She rose from the divan on which she was 
seated : it was not without pleasure that Tchitchikoff 
approached to kiss her hand. Madame Manilova said, 
with rather a strong roll on her r*s, that he had greatly 
delighted them by his arrival, and that her husband 
never let a day pass without mentioning him. 

"Yes," added Maniloff: "she has got into the 
habit of asking me, * Why does not your friend 
come? * — * Wait, my love : he will come.' And here 
he has at length favored us with a visit. Truly, he 
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has afforded из the same pleasure as a day in May, 
the anniversary of the heart." 

Tehitchikoff became a little embarrassed when he 
heard that affairs had got as far as the anniversary of 
the heart already, and replied modestly, that he pos- 
sessed neither a great name nor distinguished rank. 

" You have every thing,** broke in Maniloff with the 
same pleasant smile: ^^you have all this, and even 
more." 

"How did our town strike you?" added Madame 
Manilova. " Did you pass the time pleasantly there ? " 

"It is a very fine town, a very beautiful town," 
replied Tehitchikoff, " and I spent the time most agree- 
ably : the society there is very friendly." 

"And how did you like our governor?" said 
Madame Manilova. 

"He is a very dignified a^d amiable person, is he 
not?" added Maniloff. 

"Quite true," said Tehitchikoff; "a most worthy 
man. And how he enters into his duties ! how well he 
understands them ! It would be well if there were 
more such men." 

" How well he understands, you know, the way to re- 
ceive everybody, to pre9erve delicacy in all his acts ! *' 
chimed in Maniloff with a smile, and almost closing 
his eyes with pleasure, like a cat who is tickled gently 
behind the ears with one's finger. 

"He is a very sociable and agreeable man," con- 
tinued Tehitchikoff: "and what an artist! I should 
never even Ьал'^е supposed such a thing ! how well he 
embroiders various domestic patterns ! He showed 
me a purse of his workmanship : a lady who can em- 
broider so tastefully is rare." 

"And the vice-governor, — what a nice man he is, 
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is he not?" said Maniloff, again drawing his eyelids 
together a little. 

"A very, very worthy man," replied Tchitchikoff. 

'* Well, and pray how did the chief of police impress 
you? He is a very agreeable man, is he not?" 

''Extremely agreeable; and what a sensible, well- 
read man ! We played whist with him and the pro- 
curator, and the president of the court, until the very 
last cock-crow. A very, very worthy man." 

"Well, and what is your opinion of the chief of 
police's wife? " added Madame Manilova. " She is a 
very charming woman, is she not? " 

" Oh ! she is one of the most estimable women whom 
I know," replied TchitchikofiP. 

After this, they did not pass over the president of 
the court and the postmaster; and in this way they 
went through with nearly all the officials in town, who 
all seemed to be most estimable persons. 

*^ Do you always live in the country? " said Tchitchi- 
koff, at length putting a question in turn. 

'* Principally in the country," answered Maniloff. 
" Sometimes, however, we go to town, simply for the 
purpose of meeting cultivated people. One gets rusty, 
you know, if one lives all the time shut up." 

"True, true," said Tchitchikoff. 

"Of course," continued Maniloff, "it would be a 
different thing if the neighborhood were good, — if, for 
example, there were a man with whom one could in 
any way discuss amiability, good breeding, or follow 
■ up any science which would stir the soul, and impart 
to it a lofty flight, so to speak." . . . Here he wished 
to express something ; and, perceiving that he had 
already conveyed some idea of it, he simply waved his 
hand in the air, and went on, "Then, of course, the 
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country and solitude would possess many charms. But 
there is absolutely no one. . . . \Vhy, you merely 
read the 'Sou of the Fatherland' now and then.** 

Tchitchikoff perfectly agreed with this, adding that 
nothing could be more delightful than to live in soli- 
tude, and enjoy the spectacle of nature, and sometimes 
read some book or other. 

" But you know,*' added Maniloff, " if you have no 
friend with whom you can share "... 

''Oh ! that is true, quite true," interrupted Tchitchi- 
koff. " What are all the treasures in the world, under 
such circumstances ? ' Possess not money ^ possess good 
people for associates,* said a certain wise man." 

" And do you know, Pavel Ivanovitch," said Mani- 
loff, displaying in his countenance both sweetness 
and _ hypocrisy, like those mixtures which the clever, 
worldly doctor sweetens up unmercifully, thinking to 
thereby please his patient, " then you experience 
something in the nature of a spiritual enjoyment? 
Here, now, for example, when chance afforded me the 
happiness, the signal happiness, I may say, of talking 
to you, and of enjoying your charming conversation " — 

"Oh, really, now ! what charming conversation do 
you mean ? I am an insignificant man, and nothing 
more,** replied Tchitchikoff. 

"O Pavel Ivanovitch! permit me to be frank. I 
would gladly give the half of all my possessions to 
acquire even a portion of your merits.*' 

'* On the contrary, I, for my part, should regard it 
as the greatest'* . . . 

No one knows what this mutual outpouring of senti- 
ment would have led to, if a servant had not an- 
nounced that dinner was ready. 

" I beg you most humbly to partake,** said Maniloff. 
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** You will excuse us if our dinner is not like what 
tbey have on waxed floors and in capitals : we simply 
have cabbage soup, after the Russian fashion ; but we 
offer it with a pure heart. I beg you most respectfully 
to join us." 

Then they disputed for a while, as to who should go 
first ; and finally Tchitchikoff entered the dining-room 
side by side with them. 

In the dining-room stood two boys, Maniloff's sons, 
who were at the age when children are brought to the 
table, but in high-chairs. Beside them stood their 
tutor, who bowed and smiled politely. The hostess 
seated herself behind the soup-tureen ; the guest was 
placed between host and hostess ; a servant fastened 
napkins round the children's necks. 

*' What charming children ! " said Tchitchikoff, gaz- 
ing at them : " how old are they? " 

" The eldest is eight : the other was only six yester- 
day," said Madame Manilova. 

'^Themistoclus," said Maniloff, turning to the eld- 
est, who was trying to free his chin from tlie napkin 
which the lackey had tied about it. Tchitchikoff ele- 
vated his eyebrows on hearing this Grecian name, 
to which Maniloff, for some unknown reason, gave the 
ending us; but he immediately tried to restore his 
countenance to its wonted position. 

'*Tell me, Themistoclus, what is the finest city in 
France?" 

Here the tutor directed his whole attention upon 
Themistoclus, and seemed to want to fly at him ; but 
he became, quite composed at length, and nodded his 
head, when Themistoclus said, *' Paris." 

" And what is our finest city? " asked Maniloff. 

Again the tutor bent his attention. 
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" Petersburg," replied Themistoclus. 

"And still another?" 

" Moscow/' replied Themistoclus. 

"You clever darling," said Tchitchikoff. "But 
tell me," ... he continued, turning instantly to Mani- 
loff with a look of some surprise. " But I must tell 
you that this child possesses great capacity." 

" Oh, you don't know him yet! " replied Maniloff : 
"he is very clever indeed. Here's the younger, Al- 
cides, he is not so quick ; but that one, if he comes 
across a beetle, his little eyes begin to dance all at 
once, and he runs after it, and directs his attention to 
it immediately. I shall put him into the diplomatic 
service. Themistoclus," he began again, turning to 
him, " do you want to be an ambassador? " 

*' Yes," replied Themistoclus, chewing away at his 
bread, and dandling his head from right to left. 

Just at that moment, the footman, who stood behind 
him, wiped the ambassador's nose ; and it was well that 
he did, since otherwise a good-sized drop would have 
fallen into the soup. 

During dinner, the conversation turned on the pleas- 
ures of a quiet life, interrupted by remarks from the 
hostess about ' the theatre and actors in the town. 
The tutor looked very attentively at the speakers ; and 
as soon as he perceived that they were ready to smile, 
at that moment he opened his mouth, and laughed heart- 
ily. He was probably a grateful person, and wished to 
repay the host in this manner for his good treatment 
of him. Once, however, his countenance assumed a 
gloomy expression, and he struck the table sternly, as 
he fixed his eyes upon the children, who sat opposite 
him. This was at the point when Themistoclus bit 
Alcides's ear, and Alcides, with eyes puckered up, and 
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mouth wide open, was ready to sob in the most pitiful 
manner ; but feeling that he might easily be deprived 
of some dish, in consequence, he brought his mouth 
back to its former position, and began, with tears, to 
gnaw a mutton-bone, which caused both his cheeks to 
shine with grease. 

The hostess turned to TchitchikoflP very frequently, 
with the words, " You are not eating any thing: you 
have taken very little." To which Tchitchikoff each 
time replied, ''I am greatly obliged : I am full. 
Agreeable conversation is better than any dish what- 
ever." 

All rose from the table. Maniloff was extremely 
well pleased ; and, supporting his friend's back with 
his hand, he was on the point of conducting him in this 
manner to the drawing-room, when suddenly the guest 
announced, with a very important face, that he desired 
to speak with him on a very necessary subject. 

" In that case, permit me to invite you mto my 
study," said Maniloff, and led him into a small room, 
whose windows looked out upon the blue forest. 
'* This is my little nook," said Maniloff. 

"A pleasant little room," remarked Tchitchikoff, 
casting his eyes about it. The room, really, was not 
unpleasant : the walls were painted in a sort of gray- 
ish blue color ; four chairs, one arm-chair ; a table, on 
which lay the little book with its mark of which we 
have already bad occasion to speak, and some written 
papers ; but there was more tobacco than any thing 
else. It was in various forms, — in paper packages, in 
a tobacco-box, and simply piled in a heap on the table. 
On the sills of both windows, little piles of ashes, 
shaken from pipes, were also arranged, with some at- 
tempts at ornamental rows. It was evident that this 
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occasionally afforded the host a means of passing the 
time. 

" Permit me to request you to place yourself in this 
arm-chair," said Maniloff. " You will be more com- 
fortable here." 

*' Allow me to sit upon a chair." 

"That cannot be allowed, if you please," said 
Maniloff, with a smile. " My arm-chair is expressly 
assigned to guests: whether you like it, or not, you 
must sit in it." 

Tchitchikoff sat down. 

" Permit me to offer you a pipe." 

"No: I do not smoke," replied Tchitchikoff po- 
litely, and with a certain air of regret. 

"Why?" asked Maniloff ix)litely, and with an air 
of regret. 

" I have never acquired the habit, I am afraid: a 
pipe is said to dry one up. " 

" Permit me to remark that that is prejudice. I even 
hold that smoking a \}\\)e is much more healthy than 
taking snuff. There was a lieutenaut in our regiment, 
a very handsome and cultivated man, who never took 
his pipe out of his mouth, not even when he was at the 
table, or anywhere else, if I may say so. And now he 
is over forty ; but, thank God, up to the present time, 
he is so well that he could not possibly be better." 

Tchitchikoff remarked that that really did happen, 
at times, and that there were many things in nature 
which could not be explained by even the most far- 
seeing minds. 

" But permit me first to ask one question," ... he 
began, in a tone in which there was a strange, or 
almost a strange, expression ; and then he glanced 
behind him, it is impossible to say why. Maniloff 
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also glanced behind him, for some inexplicable reason. 
'* How long is it since you were so good as to hand in 
your census list?" 

" Why, a long while, or rather, — I don't recollect." 

" So that many of your serfs have died since? " 

'* I cannot say. I suppose it will be necessary to 
ask the overseer about that. Hey, there, you fellow ! 
Call the overseer : he should be here to-day." 

The overseer made his appearance. He was a man 
of about forty, who shaved his beard, wore a surtout, 
and apparently led a very tranquil life ; for there was a 
certain look of puffy fulness in his face, and a yellow- 
ish hue in his skin ; and his small eyes showed that he 
knew very well indeed what down -pillows and feather- 
beds were. It was forthwith evident that he had com- 
pleted his career, as all gentlemen's ovei-seers complete 
it : at first, he had been a boy in the house, and knew 
how to read and write ; then he married some house- 
keeper, Agashka, a favorite of the mistress, had be- 
come butler himself, and then overseer. And having 
become overseer, he proceeded, of course, just as all 
overseers proceed : he affected the company, and made 
friends of, the wealthiest persons in the village, and 
worked his will with the poorer ; got up at nine o'clock 
in the morning, waited for the samovar, and drank his 
tea. 

" Listen, my good fellow ! How many of our serfs 
have died since the revision was made? " 

"Yes, well — how many? Many have died since 
then," said the overseer; and thereupon he gave a 
gulp, covering his mouth slightly with his hand, as 
with a shield. 

''Yes, I will confess that I thought so myself," in- 
terposed Maniloff : " that's it, a good many have died." 
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Here he turned to Tchitehikoff, and added, "Exactly 
so, a great many." 

"And what might the number be, for instance?" 
asked Tchitehikoff. 

" Yes, what number? " interposed Maniloff. 

" Well, I might say — what is the number? Why, I 
don't know how many have died : nobody has coupted 
them." 

"Yes, exactly," said Maniloff, turning to Tchitehi- 
koff. '* I, too, supposed that the mortality had been 
large. I don't know in the least how many have died." 

"Please to count them," said Tchitehikoff, "and 
make a minute register of them by name." 

"Yes, all byname," said Maniloff. The overseer 
said, " Yes, sir," and departed. 

" And why do you want this done? " inquired Mani- 
loff when the overseer was gone. 

This question seemed to embarrass the guest : a cer- 
tain strained expression made its appearance in his 
face, and even caused him to redden — an effort to 
express that which was not quite obedient to his words. 
And, in fact, Maniloff at last heard such strange and 
remarkable things, as human ear had never before 
listened to. 

" You ask the reason? This is the reason : I should 
like to purchase some serfs" . . . said Tchitehikoff, 
stammered, and did not finish his sentence. 

"But allow me to ask you," said Maniloff, "how 
you desire to purchase serfs, — with the land, or sim- 
ply for exportation ; that is to say, without land? " 

" No, I don't mean exactly serfs," said Tchitehikoff. 
" I want dead ones." 

" What, sir? Excuse me. ... I am a little hard of 
hearing : I thought I heard a very singular word." 
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"My iotention is to obtain dead serfs, who, how- 
ever, are indicated as alive in the census list," said 
Tchitchikoff. 

Maniloff instantly dropped his pipe-stem and pipe 
on ttie floor ; and, opening his mouth, he remained with 
it in that state for several minutes. Both the friends 
who liad discoursed on the charms of a life of friend- 
ship, remained motionless, with their eyes fixed on each 
other like those portraits which were hung in the olden 
times opposite each other on each side of the mirror. 
At length Maniloff picked up his pipe and the tchi- 
bouk, and gazed up into Tchitchikoff's face from below, 
in an endeavor to see whether there was any sign of a 
smile upon his lips, whether he was not jesting; but 
nothing of the sort was perceptible : on the contrary, 
his face seemed even graver than usual. Then he 
wondered whether his guest had not unconsciously lost 
his mind, and he gazed intently at him in terror : but 
the guest's eyes were perfectly clear; there was no 
wild, restless fire in them, such as leaps in the eyes of 
a madman ; all was resjiectable and as it should be. 
Think as he would what was to become of him, and 
what he was to do, Maniloff could not devise any 
thing except to emit the smoke which remained in his 
mouth, in a very thin stream. 

'* So, I should like to know whether you can let me 
have such persons, not alive in reality, but alive so 
far as legal forms are concerned, or make them over 
to me, or manage it in any way you think best." 

But Maniloff became so confused and troubled, that 
all he could do was to stare at him. 

" It seems to me that you see diflSculties? *' observed 
Tchitchikoff. 

"I? no, not that," said Maniloff; "but I cannot 
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conceive, . . . excuse me, ... in fact, I was not 
able to obtain so brilliant an education as is visible, so 
to speak, in your every movement. I do not possess 
the lofty art of expressing myself. . . . Possibly, here 
... in the statement which you have just made . . . 
something else is concealed. . . . Possibly you were 
pleased to express yourself in that way for the sake of 
beauty of style ? ' * 

" No," responded Tchitchikoff, "no: I understand 
the subject just as it is ; that is to say, those souls 
which are actually already dead." 

Maniloff was completely bewildered. He felt that he 
must do something, put some question, but what ques- 
tion — the deuce only knows. He ended at last by 
emitting some more smoke, though not from his mouth, 
but through his nostrils. 

'* Therefore, if there is no obstacle, you might, in 
God's name, set about the completion of a deed of 
sale," said Tchitchikoff. 

" What ! a deed of sale of dead souls? " 

''Why, no!" said Tchitchikoff. "We will write 
that they are alive, just as it stands recorded on the 
census list. I am accustomed not to depart in any way 
from the civil laws ; although I suffered for this cause 
in the service — but excuse me : duty is for me a sacred 
thing, the law — I am dumb in the presence of the 
law." 

These last words pleased Maniloff, but still he had 
not penetrated the real significance of the matter ; and, 
instead of replying, he began to suck away so power- 
fully at his tchibouk, that it began to groan like a bas- 
soon. It seemed as though he were trying to extract 
from it an opinion with regard to so unheard-of a cir- 
cumstance ; but the tchibouk groaned, and that was all. 
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" Perhaps you entertain some doubts? " 

"Oh, excuse me, none whatever! I do not speak 
in consequence of having any thing in a critical way to 
blame you for. But permit me to suggest, will not 
this enterprise, or to express the matter more com- 
pletely, as it were, this negotiation, — will not this 
negotiation be incompatible with the civil regulations 
and ultimate views of Russia? " 

Here ManiloflP made several motions with his head, 
and looked very significantly in Tchitchikoff' s face, 
exhibiting in every line of his countenance, and in his 
closely pressed lips, such deep meaning as was, pos- 
sibly, never seen on a human face, except, perhaps, on 
that of some very wise minister, and that at the 
moment of the most head-splitting transaction. 

But Tchitchikoff said simply, that such an enterprise, 
or negotiation, would in no way be inconsistent with 
the civil laws and ultimate views of Russia, and added 
a moment later, that the treasury would even obtain 
some profit from it, for it would receive the legal 
taxes. 

"You think so?" 

" T think that it will be a good thing." 

" Ah ! if it is a good thing, that is another matter: 
I have no objection to that," said Maniloff, and be- 
came perfectly re-assured. 

" It now remains for us to agree upon a price "... 

"What price?" said Maniloff again, and paused. 
"Do you suppose that I am going to take money for 
souls who have, in a certain way, terminated their ex- 
istence? If such a, so to speak, fantastic wish has 
occurred to you, then, for my part, I will give them 
to you gratuitously, and take the deed of sale upon 
myself." 
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It would be a great reproach to the chroDicler of the 
events in question, if he omitted to say that satisfac- 
tion took possession of the guest after these words 
uttered by Maniloff. Grave and judicious as he was, 
he came near, then and there, executing a leap like a 
goat, which, as it is well known, is only done in the 
most powerful outbursts of joy. He turned so vigor- 
ously in his chair, that he split the woollen material 
with which the pillow was surrounded. Maniloflf himself 
stared at him in some amazement. Moved by grati- 
tude, he expressed so much recognition, that the latter 
became confused, turned red all over, made a negative 
gesture with his head, and finally expressed himself to 
the effect that it was really nothing; that he merely 
wanted, in some way, to show his heart- felt affection, 
the magnetism of soul ; but the dead souls were perfect 
rubbish in some respects. 

"They are not rubbish at all,*' said Tchitchikoff, 
pressing his hand. Here a deep sigh was emitted. 
He seemed to be attuned to a sentimental outburst; 
it was not without feeling and expression, that he at 
length uttered the following words: "If you only 
knew what a service you have rendered by this, which 
seems rubbish, to a man without kindred or connec- 
tions ! Yes ; and, in fact, what have I not endured ? 
Like a bark in the midst of fierce billows . . . What op- 
pression, what persecution, have I not undergone, what 
bitterness have I not tasted, and for what? Because I 
held to the right, because I had a pure conscience, be- 
cause I lent a helping hand to a helpless widow and 
wretched orphans.'* . . . Here he even wiped away 
the springing tears witli his handkerchief. 

Maniloff was thoroughly moved. The two friends 
pressed each other's hands for a long time, and gazed 



46 TCniTCHIKOFF'S JOURNEYS; OR, DEAD SOULS, 

long and silently into each other's eyes, in which op- 
welling tears were visible. Maniloff would, on no ac- 
count, release the hand of our hero, and continued to 
press it so warmly that the latter did not know how 
to free it. Finally, drawing it gently away, he said 
that it would not be a bad thing to complete the deed 
of sale as promptly as possible, and that it would be 
well if he would visit him in town : then he grasped 
his hat, and began to take leave. 

"What! you are going?" said Maniloff, suddenly 
recovering himself, and almost in affright. 

At that moment, Madame Manilova entered the 
study. 

" Lisanka," said Maniloff, with a rather sorry coun- 
tenance, '* Pavel Ivanovitch is leaving us." 

" Then, we have bored Pavel Ivanovitch," replied 
Madame Manilova. 

"Madame! here," said Tchitchikoff, "here, just 
here," — and he laid his hand upon his heart, — " yes, 
here, there will ever linger the charming hours spent 
with you ; and believe me, there could be for me no 
greater bliss than to live with you, if not in the same 
house, then at least in the immediate neighbor- 
hood." 

" But, do you know, Pavel Ivanovitch," said Mani- 
loff, who was greatly pleased by such an idea, "why 
would it not be well, in fact, to live here together 
under one roof, or beneath the shade of some elm- 
tree, to philosophize over something, to penetrate the 
depths" . . . 

" Oh, that would be a heavenly life ! " said Tchitchi- 
koff, with a sigh. " Farewell, Madame ! " he contin- 
ued, kissing Madame Manilova's hand. " Farewell, my 
most respected friend I Do not forget my request ! " 
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*' Oh ! you may be easy on that score," replied Man- 
iloff. " I shall see you in two days at the farthest." 

All went into the dining-toom. 

" Good-by, my dear little boys ! " said Tchitchikoff, 
catching sight of Alcides and Themistoclus, who were 
busying themselves over a wooden hussar with neither 
arms nor nose. '* Good-by, my dear little ones. 
You will excuse me for not having brought you a pres- 
ent, but I must confess that I did not even know 
whether you were living in the world ; but now, when 
I come again, I shall certainly bring one. I will bring 
you a sword : would you like a sword ? " 

"Yes," answered Themistoclus. 

"And a drum for you. It shall be a drum, shall it 
not? " he went on, bending down to Alcides. 

"Yes, a dwum," whispered Alcides, and dropped 
his head. 

"Very well, I will bring you a drum, such a fine 
drum ! it will be all turrr-ru-tra, ta ta, ta ta ta. . . . 
Good-by, you darling, good-by!" Here he kissed 
him on the head, and turned to Maniloff and his wife 
with the little laugh with which one generally does turn 
to parents, giving them to understand the innocence 
of their children's desires. 

"Really, you had better stay, Pavel Ivanovitch," 
said Maniloff, when they were all ready on the veranda. 
" Look at the clouds." 

" They are very small," replied Tchitchikoff. 

" Do you know the road to Sobakevitch ? " 

" I want to ask you about that." 

"If you will allow me, I will tell your coachman at 
once." Here Maniloff, with the same affability, gave 
the coachman his instructions, and even addressed him 
once as you. 



48 TCHITCHIKOFF'S JOURNEYS; OR, DEAD SOULS. 

The coachman, on hearing that he must pass by two 
turnings, and take the third, said, '* We shall hit it, 
your excellency ; " and Tchitchikoff drove off, long ac- 
companied by bows and the waving of kerchiefs by his 
hosts, who stood on tiptoe meanwhile. 

Maniloff stood for a long time on the veranda, follow- 
ing the retreating britchka with his eyes ; and when it 
became entirely invisible, he still stood there, and smoked 
his pipe. At last he entered the room, seated himself 
on a chair, and gave himself up to meditation, heartily 
rejoiced that he had done his guest a trifling service. 
Then his thoughts turned imperceptibly to other sub- 
jects, and finally they wandered away, God knows 
where. He thought of the bliss of a life of friend- 
ship ; of how delightful it would be to dwell with his 
friend on the banks of some river ; and then over that 
river he began to build a bridge ; then came a huge 
house with such a lofty belvedere that even Moscow 
could be seen from thence ; and then he drank evening 
tea there in the open air, and discussed agreeable 
subjects ; then he thought that they and Tchitchikoff 
went to some assembly in handsome carriages, where 
they charmed all with the affability of their manners, 
and that even the highest powers, on hearing of their 
friendship, made them generals, and so on ; in short, 
God knows all he thought, for he could not disentangle 
it himself. Suddenly Tchitchikoff s strange request 
disturbed all his dreams. The thought of it seemed 
to seethe strangely in his brain ; turn it over as he 
would, he could not explain it to himself ; and all this 
time he sat smoking his pipe, and this went on until 
supper-time. 
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CHAPTER III. 

MADAME KOROBOTCHKINA. 

Happy dlepoeltion of mind on the part of the hero, as he drives away from 
Maniloff' e house. — Selifan no lees content; hie long discourse addressed 
to the horses. — The hero at length perceives that his automedon is 
drunlt. — A storm. — Selifan turns into the first road which presents it- 
self.— Driving rain. — Sloughs.— The carriage is overturned. — Re- 
proaches and threats. — Modest subrait>sion of the delinquent —A dog 
barks : good omen. — The carriage, righted, is driven on at hazard, at full 
speed, and arrives at an inhabited house. — Our hero is received and in- 
stalled for the night in the house of an old country lady, who takes him 
for a rich pedler plyiug a number of trades. — On awaking on the fob 
lowing day, Tchitchikoff perceives, from various signs, that the lady is 
very well off. — He proposes to purchase her " dead souls." He suc- 
ceeds by dint of eloquence. — Hopes cherished by the old lady. —The 
hero departs in search of the highway, guided by a little girl from the 
village. — He sends her back contented as soon as he catches sight of 
the roof of the inn. 

But Tchitchikoff, in a very well-satisfied frame of 
mind, sat in his britchka, which had long been rolling 
along the highway. From the preceding chapter, it 
can be seen what constituted the chief subject of his 
taste and inclinations ; and therefore it is no wonder 
that he was speedily absorbed in it, body and soul. 
That the conjectures, calculations, and fancies which 
strayed through his mind were extremely agreeable, 
was evident from his face ; for at each moment they 
left behmd them traces of a contented smile. Occu- 
pied with them, he paid no attention whatever to the 
fact that his coachman, who had been very well pleased 
with his reception by Maniloff's domestics, had been 
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making some very forcible remarks to the piebald horse 
which was harnessed on the right. This piebald horse 
was very cunning, and only made a show of drawing ; 
while the brown pole-horse, and the bay on the left, 
who was called the assessor because he had been pur- 
chased from some assessor or other, worked with all 
their hearts, so that the pleasure they exi^erienced in it 
was visible even in their eyes. ''Be sly ! be sly ! but 
1*11 get the better of you!" said Selifan, rising, and 
lashing the lazy animal with his whip. " Learn to do 
what you ought, you German pantaloon-maker ! The 
brown is a respectable horse ; he does his duty ; and I 
shall take pleasure in giving him an extra measure, 
because he is a good horse : and the assessor is a fine 
horse also. . . . Come, come! what are you shaking 
your eai'S for? Do your duty when you are ordered, 
fool ! You ignorant beast, I'm not going to teach you 
any thing bad. There, now, where are you going to?*' 
Here he again lashed him with his knout, and added, 
"tigh, you barbarian!*' . . . Then he shouted at 
all of them, "Hey, there, you, my good fellows!" 
and he gave all three a taste of the lash, not by way 
of punishment, but to show that he was pleased with 
them. Having attained this satisfaction, he again ad- 
dressed his speech to the piebald : " You think you 
are going to conceal your behavior? No : live accord- 
ing to the truth if you want people to show you respect. 
There were fine people at that gentleman's, where we 
have just been. I take pleasure in talking with any 
one if he is a fine man : I always get to be good friends 
with nice men, intimate friends. I'm ready to drink a 
cup of tea, or to take a bite with you, if you are 
a good man. Every one reverences a good man. 
Here's our master: every one respects him, because, 
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do you hear, he fulfilled his service to the empire ; he's 
a skoUege couueillor. ' * ^ 

As he reasoned thus, Selifan became abstracted to 
an extreme degree. If Tchitchikoff had listened, he 
would have learned many details which concerned him 
personally ; but his thoughts were so engrossed in his 
scheme, that only a loud clap of thunder brought him 
to himself, and caused him to look about him : the 
whole sky was completely covered with clouds, and 
the dusty post-road was sprinkled with drops of rain. 
At length a second clap of thunder resounded, both 
louder and nearer than the first, and the rain suddenly 
poured down as though from a pail. At first it came 
in a slanting direction, and beat upon one side of the 
britchka, then on the other ; and then altering its course, 
and becoming perfectly perpendicular, it drummed 
directly upon the top of the carriage ; splashes began 
to fly in his face. This made him begin to pull at 
the leathern curtains, with two small round windows, 
adapted for the contemplation of views upon the road, 
and to order Selifan to drive faster. Selifan, who had 
been cut short in the middle of his harangue, con- 
cluded that it really was not necessary to delay, drew 
out on the spot from beneath his box some trumpery 
garment of gray cloth, put it on by the sleeves, 
grasped the reins in his hand, and shouted at his 
troika ^^ which were hardly moving their legs, because 
they experienced an agreeable lassitude after the edify- 
ing address. But Selifan could not remember whether 
he had passed two or three turnings. He decided 
after reflecting, and recalling the road, that there had 
been a great many turnings, all of which he had 
passed. Since a Russian soon discovers what to do at 

^ Collegiate councillor. * A team of three boreee. 
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critical moments, without entering into lengthy reflec- 
tions, he turned into the first cross-road on the right, 
and shouted, **Hey, there, my respected friends!" 
and set off at a gallop, without much concern as to 
where the road would lead him. 

The rain, however, seemed likely to last for a long 
time. The dust of the road was quickly converted 
into mud, and every moment it became harder for the 
horses to drag the britchka. Tchitchikoff had already 
begun to be seriously disquieted at not seeing Sobahe- 
vitch's village. According to his calculations, they 
should have reached it long ago. He peered out on 
all sides, but it was pitch dark. 

'* Selifan ! " he said at last, leaning out of the 
britchka. 

" What is it, master? " replied Selifan. 

" Look and see if there is a village visible." 

" No, master, there isn't one visible anywhere." 
Thereupon Selifan, with a flourish of his whip, began, 
not exactly a song, but something long drawn out, which 
had no end. Every thing entered into it, — all the cries 
of approbation and encouragement to which horses are 
treated all through Russia, from one end of the land to 
the other ; adjectives of all descriptions without discrimi- 
nation, — the first that came to his tongue. And so it 
went on until he began, at last, to call them secretaries. 

Meanwhile Tchitchikoff had begun to notice that the 
britchka was swaying about in all directions, and jolt- 
ing him vigorously : this made him conscious that they 
had got out of the road, and were probably dragging 
through a ploughed field. Selifan seemed to have per- 
ceived it himself, but he said not a word. 

" Here, you rasci^l, what road are you driving on?" 
said Tchitchikoff. 
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"But what's to be done, master, in such weather? 
you can't see your whip before you, it's so dark!" 
So saying, he tipped the britchka so that Tchitchi- 
koff was obliged to hold on with both hands. It was 
only then that he perceived that Selifan had been 
drinking. 

" Hold on, hold on ! you'll tip us over ! " he shouted 
to him. 

'' No, master: how could I tip over? " said Selifan. 
" It is not good to upset, — know that myself already : 
I sha'n't upset at all." Thereupon he began to turn 
the britchka slightly, tip, tip, until finally he rolled it 
completely over on one side. Tchitchikoff splashed at 
full length into the mud. However, Selifan stopped 
the horses : moreover, they would have stopped of 
themselves, for they were greatly fatigued. So un- 
foreseen a catastrophe completely amazed him. Climb- 
ing down from his box, he planted himself in front of 
the britchka, set both arms akimbo on his hips, while 
his master was floundering about in the mud, and en- 
deavoring to crawl out, and said after some reflection, 
" See there ! it has tipped over ! " 

"You're as drunk as a cobbler," said Tchitchi- 
koff. 

"No, master: how is it possible for me to be 
drunk? I know that it is not a good thing to be drunk. 
I have been conversing with a friend ; for one can con- 
verse with a good man, and there's nothing wrong in 
that ; and we had something to eat together. A lunch 
(zakuska) is not a disgraceful thing : one may take a 
bite with a nice man." 

" But what did I tell you the last time that you were 
intoxicated, hey? have you forgotten? " said Tchitchi- 
koff. 
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" No, your blagorddiue^^ how could I have forgotten ? 
I know my buHiuees. I know that it is not well to be 
drunk. I have been conversing with a fine man, 
for" . . . 

" 1*11 thrash you ! I'll teach you to converse with a 
fine man ! " 

'' As your clemency pleases," replied Selifan, in 
complete acquiescence: " if you must thrash me, then 
thrash away. I have no objection to that. And why 
not beat me, if there is cause for it? That is accord- 
ing to the master's will. It is necessary for him to 
beat, because the muzhik becomes ungovernable: he 
must be well looked after. If there is cause, then beat 
away: why not?" 

To such reasoning, the master found no answer 
whatever. At that moment, it seemed as though fate 
had resolved to be merciful to them. The barking of 
a dog resounded in the distance. Tchitchikoff, in de- 
light, ordered the horses to be whipped up. The Rus- 
sian driver possesses a fine sense of hearing in lieu of 
eyes : hence it happens that he sometimes drives along 
at full speed, with his eyes screwed up, and always 
comes out somewhere. Selifan, without being able to 
see his hand before him, drove so directly to the vil- 
lage, that he only stopped when the britchka brought 
up with its shaft against a fence, and when it could 
actually go no farther. Tchitchikoff could merely [per- 
ceive, through the thick veil of pouring rain, something 
resembling a roof. He despatched Selifan to find a 
gate ; and this would have required a long time, with- 
out doubt, if there had not been m Russia ill-tempered 
dogs in place of portei-s, who announced him so loudly, 

» "Well born, equivalent to the German " wohlgeboren : " there le no 
exact equivalent iu English. 
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that he thrust his fingera in his ears. A light twinkled 
through one small window, and reached even to the 
fence in a dusky streak, which revealed the gate to our 
travellere. Selifan began to knock : and soon a figure 
draped in an armyak ^ opened the wicket, and thrust 
itself forth ; and the master and man heard a hoarse, 
feminine voice, "Who knocks? what has happened?** 

'* We are travellers, my good woman ; let us in to 
pass the night," said Tchitchikoff. 

" You're lively travellers ! *' returned the old woman ; 
" nice weather you have come in ! This isn't a post- 
house : a land-owner lives here." 

" What is to be done, my good woman? You see, 
we have lost our way. We cannot pass the night on 
the steppe, in such weather." 

''Yes: it is dark, and the weather is bad," added 
Selifan. 

" Hold your tongue, you blockhead ! ** said Tchitchi- 
koff. 

" Who are you?" asked the old woman. 

" A nobleman, my good woman." 

The word nobleman seemed to give the old woman 
matter for thought. ''Wait! I* II tell the mistress," 
she ejaculated ; and in a couple of minutes she re- 
turned with a lantern in her hand. The gate opened. 
A faint light flashed in the other window. The 
britchka entered the yard, and came to a standstill 
in front of a small house, of which it was difficult 
to get a good view through the darkness. Only one- 
half of it was illuminated by the light which shone 
through the window : a puddle was visible, upon which 
the light fell directly, in front of the house. The 
rain resounded noisily on the wooden roof, and ran in 

1 A long, full garment, woru by peasants. 
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a murmuring stream to the cask below. Meanwhile 
the dogs had burst out barking in every possible kind 
of voice: one, throwing back his head, uttered a pro- 
longed howl, with as much care as though. he had re- 
ceived some wages for it, God knows what; another 
caught him up in haste. Among them rang out, like 
a post-bell, an inharmonious soprano, belonging, prob- 
ably, to a young dog ; and all finally ended in a bass, 
possibly that of an old animal, who was lюssessed of a 
stout canine constitution, for he rattled hoarsely, like 
the contra-basso in a church choir, when the concerto is 
in full swing, when the tenors stand on tiptoe, with 
their strong desire to bring out a high note, and every- 
body strains upwards, with head thrown backward, 
while he alone, with his unshaven chin thrust into his 
neckerchief, has sunk down, and, almost squatting on 
the earth, emits thence his note, which makes the 
window-panes shake and rattle. From the barking of 
the dogs alone, which was furnished by such musicians, 
it might be conjectured that the little village was 
respectable: but our drenched and shivering hero 
thought of nothing but bed. The britchka had not 
come to a full stop, when he leaped out upon the 
porch, tottered, and came near falling. A woman, 
younger than the first, but strongly resembling her, 
emerged upon the porch. She conducted him into a 
room. Tchitchikoff cast a couple of fleeting glances 
about him : the room was hung with antique, striped 
paper ; the pictures represented some sort of birds ; 
between the windows were little old mirrors, with dim 
frames in the form of twisted leaves, and behind every 
mirror was tucked, either a letter, or a pack of cards, 
or a stocking ; there was a wall-clock, with flowers 
painted on the dial-plate ; . . . and nothiug more could 
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be discerned. He felt that his eyes were sticking to- 
gether, as though some one had smeared them with 
honey. A moment later, the mistress entered, a 
woman advanced in years, in «ome sort of a night-cap, 
hastily put on, and with flannel on her neck ; one of 
those women who own a small landed property, and cry 
over bad crops and losses, and hold their heads on one 
side, and meanwhile accumulate a little money in 
motley little bags, stowed away in the drawers of their 
commodes. In one bag, they will put all their silver 
rubles ; in another, the half-rubles ; in a third, the 
twenty-five kopek pieces, — although, to all appearance, 
there is nothing in the commode but linen, night- 
dresses, and skeins of thread, a cloak which has been 
ripi^ed up, with the intention of converting it into a 
gown ; and if it is old, it has been burned during the 
cooking of holiday pancakes, with all sorts of pastry, 
or it has simply worn out of itself. But a dress does 
not burn or wear out of itself : the old woman is eco- 
nomical, and the cloak is destined to lie long ripped 
apart, and then to descend by will to her grand-niece, 
together with all sorts of other ancient fripperies. 

Tchitchikoff presented his excuses for having dis- 
turbed them by his unexpected arrival. '' No matter, 
no matter," said his hostess. ''In such weather, it 
was God who brought you hither. Such a tumult and 
storm ! . . . You ought to have something to eat after 
your journey ; but it is very late at night, and it is im- 
possible to prepare any thing." 

His hostess's words were interrupted by a dreadful 
hissing, which alarmed the guest ; the noise was such, 
that the whole room seemed full of snakes : but on 
glancing up, he was re-assured, for he perceived that 
the wall-clock had taken a fancy to strike. The hiss- 
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ing was immediately followed by a hoarse rattle ; and 
finally, collecting all its lюweгs, it struck two with a 
sound as though some one were drumming on a broken 
crock with a stick, after which the pendulum went on 
ticking quietly from right to left. 

Tchitchikoflf thanked his hostess, saying that he 
needed nothing, that she must not trouble herself about 
any thing, that he asked nothing but a bed, and was 
only anxious to know to what place he was come, and 
whether it was far to Sobakevitch's estate; to which 
the old woman replied that she had never even heard 
such a name, and that there was no such gentleman at 
all. 

" But at least, you know Maniloff," said Tchitchi- 
koff. 

" And who is Maniloff ? " 

*' A landed proprietor, my good woman." 

" No, I have never heard of him : there is no such 
proprietor.*' 

'' What proprietors are there? *' 

"Bobroff, Svinin, Kanapatieff, Kharpakin, Trepa- 
km, Plyeshakoff." 

'' Are they rich men? * 

'' No, father, not very rich. One owns twenty souls, 
another thirty ; but there is no one who owns a hun- 
dred." 

Tchitchikoff perceived that he had arrived in a regu- 
lar wilderness. '* Tell me, at least, is it far to the 
town?" 

" About sixty versts. How sony I am that I have 
nothing for you to eat ! Will you not drink some tea, 
friend?" 

" Thank you, my good woman. I want nothing but 
abed." 
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"In truth, rest is necessary after such a journey. 
Place yourself here, my friend, on this divan. Hey, 
there, Fetinya, fetch a feather-bed, some pillows, and 
a coverlet. AVhat weather God has sent ! such thun- 
der ! . . . my light has been burning all night before 
the holy pictures. Eh, ray father, your back and side 
are all muddy, like a boar's ! Where did you get so 
dirty?" 

*' Glory to God, that I only soiled my clothes ! I 
must return thanks for not having broken my ribs." 

" Ye saints, how dreadful ! Don't you want some- 
thing to wipe off your back? " 

'* Thank you, thank you. Don't trouble yourself, 
but give your maid orders to dry my clothes." 

"Do you hear, Fetinya?" said his hostess, turning 
to the woman, who had come out on the porch with a 
light, and who had already succeeded in dragging in 
the feather-bed, and, after beating it up on both sides 
with her hands, had sent a flood of feathers flying 
about the room. "Take the gentleman's caftan and 
his underclothes : first dry them before the fire, as you 
used to do for your dead master, and then brush and 
beat them thoroughly." 

" I hear, avdarinya! " ^ said Fetinya, as she spread 
the sheet over the feather-bed, and placed the pillows. 

" Well, now your bed is ready," said his hostess. 
" Farewell, my friend : I wish you a good-night. Do 
you need any thing more? Perhaps, my father, you 
are accustomed to have some one tickle your heels at 
night. My late husband never could go to sleep with- 
out it." 

But the guest declined to have his heels tickled. 
His hostess took her departure ; and he immediately 

1 Madam. The ordinary answer corresponding to " Yes, madam.** 



60 TCHITCniKOFF'S JOURNEYS; OR, DEAD SOULS, 

made haste to undress, giving every thing to Fetinya, 
who, after wishing him good-night in her turn, carried 
off all the wet garments. When he was left alone, he 
glanced, not without satisfaction, at his bed, which 
reached almost to the ceiling. Fetinya was evidently 
an adept in the art of beating up a feather-bed. 
When, with the aid of a chair, he climbed into his bed, 
it gave way beneath him so that he sank almost to the 
floor, and the feathera which be pressed out at the 
seams flew all over the room. He blew out the candle, 
drew the calico coverlet over him, and, rolling himself 
up under it like a cracknel, he fell asleep on the in- 
stant. It was already quite late in the morning when 
he awoke on the following day. The sun was shining 
through the shutters, and straight in his eyes : and the 
flies, which had been sleeping quietly on the walls and 
ceiling the evening before, had all tunied their attention 
to him ; one alighted on his lip, another on his ear, and 
a third was lurking about as if with a design of set- 
tling on his eye itself ; one, which had l>een so uneir- 
cumspect as to alight near his nostrils, he had drawn 
into his nose during his sleep, which made him sneeze 
violently, and was the cause of his awaking. Casting 
a glance round the room, he perceived that birds did 
not form the subjects of all the pictures : among them 
hung a portrait of Kutusoff, and an oil-painting of an 
old man with red facings on his uniform such as were 
in use under Pavel Petroviteh. The clock again 
emitted its hisses, and struck ten : a feminine face 
peeped in at the door, and immediately disappeared 
again ; for Tchitchikoff, desirous of sleeping as well as 
possible, had thrown off every thing. The face which 
had peeped in seemed familiar to him in some way. 
He began to endeavor to recall who it was, and finally 
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remembered that it was his hostess. He put on his 
shirt : his garments, all dried and brushed, lay beside 
him. When he was dressed, he went up to the looking- 
glass, and sneezed again so violently that a turkey-cock 
who approached the window at that moment — the win- 
dow was very near the ground — gobbled some remark 
at him abruptly and very rapidly in his strange tongue, 
probably, "I wish you health," to which Tchitchikoff 
replied by calling him a "fool!" Approaching the 
window, he began to survey the view before him : the 
window opened almost directly into the chicken-yard. 
At all events, the narrow yard which lay before him 
was filled with domestic fowl of every sort. The 
turkeys and hens were innumerable; among them 
stalked a cock with measured steps, shaking his comb, 
and turning his head on one side, as though he were 
listening to something : a sow and her familj^ were 
there also ; as she was rooting over a heap of rubbish, 
she devoured a little chicken by the way, and, observing 
nothing, continued to eat the water-melon rinds in their 
turn. This small court, or chicken-yard, was surrounded 
by a board fence, beyond which spread broad vegetable 
gardens filled with onions, cabbages, potatoes, beets, and 
other domestic vegetables. About the orchard were 
scattered here and there apple and other fruit trees, 
covered with nets to protect them from the magpies 
and sparrows : the latter were flitting from place to 
place in slanting flocks. .For the same reason, several 
scarecrows with arms outstretched were elevated on 
long poles : one of them wore the mistress's own cap. 
Beyond the vegetable garden followed peasants* huts, 
which, although they were built at irregular intervals, 
and not arranged in a regular street, bore witness to a 
number of inhabitants, according to Tchitchikoff 's ob- 
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servations ; for they were kept up as they should be : 
the worn-out boarding on the roofs had been replaced 
by new ; none of the gates hung awry ; and in the 
peasants* sheds, which were turned towards him, he ob- 
served in some places a wagon almost new, and in 
other places two. " Yes, her village is not small,** he 
said to himself, and immediately resolved to become 
more closely acquainted with the proprietress. He 
glanced at the crack of the door through which she had 
thrust her head, and, catching sight of her seated be- 
hind the tea-table, he went to her with a cheerful and 
flattering mien. 

"Good-morning, my friend. How did you sleep?** 
said his hostess, rising from her place. She was better 
dressed than on the preceding evening, in a dark gown, 
and without the night-cap; but something was still 
woun(i about her throat. 

*' Well, very well,'* said Tchitchikoff, seating him- 
self in the arm-chair. "And how did you sleep, my 
friend?** 

" Badly, my friend.** 

"How so?'* 

" Sleeplessness. My whole hips ache, and my legs 
above my ankles seem as if they would break.'* 

"It will pass off, it will pass off, my dear woman. 
You must not pay any attention to it." 

"God grant that it does pass off! I have rubbed 
myself with lard, and the oil of turpentine too. But 
what will you take with your tea? There is fruit- 
brandy in that flask." 

"That's not bad, my (Jear woman : I will take the 
fruit-brandy.** 

The reader has already observed, I think, that Tchi- 
tchikoff, in spite of his flattering air, spoke with greater 
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freedom than he had used with ManiloflP, aod did not 
stand on ceremony at all. It must be said, that, U we 
in Russia have not caught up with foreigners on other 
points, we have far outstripped them in the art of 
behavior. A Frenchman or a German would never to 
all eternity perceive or understand all its peculiarities, 
and shades of difference : he will speak in almost the 
same tone, and in the same language, to a millionnaire, 
or a petty tobacco-dealer, although in spirit he toadies 
in a measure to the jBrst. But with us it is not so : 
there are wise people among us, who will talk with the 
owner of two hundred souls in quite a different style 
from that which they use with the owner of three 
hundred ; and, again, they will not talk with the owner 
of three hundred as they will with the owner of five 
hundred ; and with the owner of five hundred, their 
manner is yery different from what it is with the owner 
of eight hundred ; in short, if you rise to millions, 
you will still find shades of distinction. Let us sup- 
pose, for instance, that chancelleries exist — not here, 
but in fairyland ; and in these chancelleries, we will 
suppose that a head of the chancellery exists. I be- 
seech you to look at him when he sits in the midst of 
his subordinates, and you will simply not utter a word 
from terror! What pride and condescension are de- 
picted on his countenance ! all you can do is to sim- 
ply take your brush and paint : Prometheus, a genuine 
Prometheus. His glance is like that of an eagle : he 
walks swimmingly, with measured tread. That very 
same eagle, as soon as he quits his own room, and ap- 
proaches the office of his superior, scuttles along like a 
partridge, with papers under his arm, as fast as he can 
go. In society, and at evening parties where all are 
of low rank, Prometheus remains Prometheus ; but if 
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tbey are much higher in rank than himself, Prometheus 
undergoes such a transformation as Ovid never dreamed 
of : he abases himself to the earth, like a fly, and even 
much lower than a fly ! '' But this is not Ivan Petro- 
viteh," you will say, as you gaze at him : " Ivan Petro- 
viteh is of lofty stature, but this man is short and 
thin ; the former speaks loudly, in a bass voice, and 
never laughs : but the deuce knows what to make of 
this man ! he pipes like a bird, and laughs continually." 
You approach nearer, you look — it really is Ivan 
Petrovitch ! " Oho ! " you say to yourself. But let us 
return to the persons in question. Tchitchikoff, as we 
have already seen, had made up his mind not to stand 
on ceremony in the least ; and therefore, taking his cup 
of tea in one hand, and pouring into it the fruit- 
brandy, he began as follows: — 

'' You have a nice little village, my dear woman. 
How many souls are there?" 

" Nearly eighty, my friend," said his hostess : '* but 
unfortunately the times are bad ; last year the crops 
were so bad ! may the Lord preserve us from any 
more such ! " 

" But there are stout-looking muzhiks there, and the 
izbas are sound. Permit me to inquire your family 
name. I have been so upset. • . • I arrived so late 
at night that" . . . 

'* Korobotchka, widow of a collegiate secretary." 

" 1 thank you humbly. And your name and 
patronymic?" 

'' Nastasya Petrovna." 

" Nastasya Petrovna ? that's a fine name, Nastasya 
Petrovna. I have an own aunt, my mother's sister, 
named Nastasya Petrovna." 

''And what is your name?" inquired the pro- 
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prietress.^ "I think you must certainly be an assess- 
or." 

"No, my dear woman,'* replied Tchitehikoff, laugh- 
ing, 'Ч certainly am not an assessor: I am travelling 
on my own business." 

" Ah ! so you are a wholesale merchant. It really 
is a pity that I sold my honey to the dealers so cheap ! 
You would probably have bought it of me, my 
father." 

" I should not have bought honey." 

''What then? Hemp, perhaps? But very little 
hemp is spun in my house now, — half a pood ^ at the 
most." 

" No, my dear woman, a different sort of goods : 
tell me, have any of your peasants died?" 

''Ah, my friend, eighteen!" said the old woman 
with a sigh. " And those who died were such splendid 
people, all workmen. Some have been born since, it 
is true ; but what of that ? they are all small fry. And 
the assessor came: 'Pay for your souls,' says he. 
The people are dead, but you must pay taxes on them 
as though they were living. And last week my smith 
was burned to death, — such a clever smith ! and he 
knew the locksmith's trade too." 

" Have you had a fire here? " 

"God preserve us from such a misfortune! he 
burned himself up, my father. His insides got on 
fire in some way, through drinking too much : only 
blue fire came out of him, and he rotted and rotted 
away, and turned as black as a coal. And he was 
such a skilful smith ! And now I cannot ride out : 
there is no one to shoe the horses." 

* Pomyeehtchlkat feminiDe of pomyeehtchikt a landed proprietor, 
s Twenty pounds. 
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"All is acconling to the will of God, ray dear 
woman,'* said Tehitchikoff, sighing: "against the 
wisdom of God, nothing can be said. Will you give 
them to me, Nastasya Petrovua?*' 

"Give what, my friend? " 

"Why, all those who have died." 

" But how can I give them away ? " 

"It is simple enough. Or, if you please, you can 
sell them. I will give you money for them." 

"But how? I really do not catch your idea. You 
don't want to dig them up out of the ground? " 

Tehitchikoff perceived that the old woman was far 
from apprehending his meaning, and that it was in- 
dispensable to elucidate the matter to her. He ex- 
plained to her in a few words, that the transfer, or 
purchase, would have no significance except on paper, 
and that the souls would be inscribed as though they 
were living. 

"But of what use are they to you?" said the old 
woman, staring at him. 

"That is my affair." 

"But they are dead." 

" Who says tliey are alive? And it is an advantage 
to you that they are dead : you have to pay for them, 
and now I will release you from trouble and taxation. 
Do you understand? And I not only free you from 
that, but I will give you fifteen rubles to boot. Now 
is it clear?" 

" Really, I don't know," exclaimed the mistress, 
pausing. " I have never sold any dead people before." 

" The idea ! It would be much more wonderful if 
you ever had sold any to any one. Or is it that you 
think there is some profit in them ? " 

" No, I do not think that. What profit is there in 
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them ? The only thing that troubles me is, that they 
are dead." 

" Well, she's a hard-headed woman," said Tchitchi- 
koff to himself. " Listen, my good woman ! Just 
think it over well : here you are ruining yourself with 
paying taxes on them as living." 

"O my friend, don't speak of it!" broke in the 
proprietress. " Only two weeks ago I paid a hundred 
and fifty rubles, and bribed ^ the assessor." 

" Well, you see how it is, my dear woman? Now, 
only take into consideration the fact that you will not 
have to bribe him any more, for now I shall pay for 
them, — I, and not you: I assume all responsibilities. 
I will even have the deed prepared at my expense, — 
do you understand that? " 

The old woman became thoughtful. She saw that 
the transaction really seemed a profitable one, but it 
was too novel and untried ; and therefore she began to 
be very much afraid lest he should cheat her in this 
sale : he had arrived, God knows whence, and at night 
too. 

'' Well, my dear woman, shall we strike hands over 
It? " said Tchitchikofip. 

"Really, my friend, I never chanced to sell any 
dead people. I sold some living people two years ago, 
— two girls to the protopoi)e for a hundred rubles each ; 
and he was very grateful: they turned out splendid 
workers: they weave napkins, even." 

" Well, but the question is not of living serfs, — 
God be with them ! — I ask for dead ones." 

" Really, I am afraid at first, lest it should occasion 
me loss in some way. Perhaps уом are deceiving me, 
my father, and they — they are worth more." 

1 Literally, greased Ыт. 



68 TCHITCHIKOFF'S JOURNEYS; OR, DEAD SOULS. 

" Listen, my good woman — what a woman you are ! 
How can they be worth any thing ? Look at it : it is 
dust. Do you understand ? It is simply dust. Take 
any useless, trivial thing, for example, even a simple 
rag, — and the rag has a value ; it will at least he 
bought for a paper-mill : but this is good for nothing. 
Now, tell me yourself, what it is good for." 

" That is quite trae. It is good for nothing at all : 
only one thing deters me ; and that is, that they are 
dead." 

" Eh ! what a blockhead she is ! " said Tchitchikoff 
to himself, beginning to lose his patience. " Come, 
settle it with her ! she has thrown me into a perspira- 
tion, the confounded old fool!" Here he drew a 
handkerchief from his pocket, and began to wipe away 
the perspiration which had started out on his brow. But 
it was vain for Tchitchikoff to rage : any other honor- 
able man, and even a statesman, would turn out a per- 
fect Korobotchka in business. When he has once got 
a thing fixed in his mind, you cannot get the better of 
him by any means whatever : however much you may 
present to him the advantages, which are as clear as 
day, he will still refuse, as an india-rubber ball re- 
bounds from a wall. Having wi^jed away the perspira- 
tion, Tchitchikoff resolved to try whether it was ix)ssi- 
ble to lead her into the i)roper road from any other 
side. "My dear woman," said he, "you either do 
not wish to understand my words, or else you say that 
for the sake of saying something. I will give you 
money — fifteen rubles in bank-notes — do you under- 
stand? That is money. You cannot pick them up in 
the street. Now, confess, for how much did you sell 
your honey?" 

" At twelve rubles a pood." 



MADAyfE KOROBOTCHKJNA, 69 

" You have taken a little sin upon your conscience, 
my good woman. You did not sell it for twelve." 

"By Heavens, 1 did! " 

*' Now, do you see? So much for that — the honey. 
You had been collecting it for a year, perhaps, with 
care and labor ; you worried, and walked about, and 
froze your bees, and fed them all winter in the cellar : 
but the dead souls are not a matter of this world. In 
this case, you have devoted no efforts of yours to the 
matter: it was GoiVs will that they should quit this 
world, thereby injuring your estate. In the former 
case, you received twelve rubles for your labor and 
exertions ; and in this, you will get for nothing, and 
gratuitously, not twelve, but fifteen, and not in silver, 
but in blue bank-bills.*' After these Iюwerful argu- 
ments, Tchitchikoff entertained hardly a doubt that the 
old woman would surrender. 

"Indeed!" replied the proprietress. "I am a 
widow, and so inexperienced in business ! ... it will 
be better for me to wait a little while : perhaps some 
merchants may come, and I can find out alюut prices." 

" It's a shame, a shame, my dear woman ! it's 
simply a shame! Now, just consider what you are 
saying! Who will buy them? Come, what use can 
be made of them ? " 

" Perhaps they may be needed some day in the es- 
tate "... returned the old woman ; and without con- 
cluding her si^eech, she opened her mouth, and stared 
at him almost in terror, desirous of knowing what he 
would say to that. 

"Dead men indeed, about the estate! Eh! where 
did you get that idea? They could scare away the 
sparrows in your kitchen-garden by night, couldn't 
they?" 
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'' May the power of the cross be with us ! what ter- 
rible things you say ! ' ' began the old woman, crossing 
herself. 

** What else would you set them to doing? And, 
moreover, bones and graves will all remain with you : 
the transfer is only on paper. Now, what do you say 
to that? How is it to be? Make an answer, at any 
rate!" 

The old woman began to reflect again. 

'* What are you thinking of, Nastasya Petrovna? " 

" In truth, I cannot decide what to do : it will be 
better for me to sell you my hemp." 

*'What should I do with the hemp? lam talking 
to you of something entirely different, if you please, 
and you thrust your hemp on me ! Hemp is hemp, and 
when I come again, I will take it also. So, how is it 
to be, Nastasya Petrovna? " 

*' By Heavens ! it is such strange wares, and unlike 
any thing that ever happened ! " 

Here Tchitchikoff exceeded all the bounds of pa- 
tience, dashed a chair to the floor, and consigned her 
to the deuce. 

The deuce of a proprietress was extremely fright- 
ened. " Ah ! don't mention him. God be with him ! " 
she exclaimed, turning very pale. "Only two daj's 
ago, I dreamed of the Evil One all night. I took a 
fancy to tell my fortune by the cards, after my prayers, 
and God evidently sent him as a punishment. I saw 
him in such a hateful guise, and his horns were longer 
than a bull's." 

''I am surprised that you don't dream of them by 
the dozen. I made my proposition from motives of 
Christian philanthropy alone : I see a poor widow 
" nggling along, suffering from want. . . . Well, 
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go to destruction, and perish with your whole vil- 
lage!'' 

*'Ah! what quarrel are you beginning?" said the 
old woman, looking at him in terror. 

*' There's no use in saying a word to you. Truly, 
without meaning to use bad words, it is exactly like 
the house-dog, who lies in the hay, and neither eats 
the hay himself, nor permits any one else to eat it. I 
should have liked to purchase from you various do- 
mestic products, for I sometimes take government con- 
tracts also." . . . Here he lied, but merely in passing, 
and without any ultimate object, but witli unexpected 
success. The government contracts acted powerfully 
on Nastasya Petrovna: at all events, she said in a 
voice that was almost beseeching, " Why has your 
anger become so hot? If I had known, to begin with, 
that you were such a testy man, I should not have con- 
tradicted you at all." 

" As if there were not cause for anger! The mat- 
ter is not worth an egg that has been eaten, and 1 am 
angry about it! " 

*' Well, as you please : I am ready to sell for fifteen 
rubles in bank-notes. Only see here, my father, con- 
cerning those contracts: if rye or buckwheat flour is 
required, or groats, or meat, please not to overlook 
me." • 

" No, my dear woman, I will not," he said ; and at 
the same time he wiped away with his hand the per- 
spiration, which was pouring down his face in three 
streams. He questioned her as to whether she had not 
some confidential friend in the town, or some acquaint- 
ance, whom she could authorize to complete the deed of 
sale, and all that was necessary. "Why, the son of 
the protopope, Father Kirill, serves in the courts," said 
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Madame Korobotchka. Tchitchikoff asked her to write 
him a confidential letter ; and, in order to obviate un- 
necessary obstacles, he even undertook to compose it 
himself. 

'* It would be a good thing," thought Madame Koro- 
botchka to herself meanwhile, *' if he would take my flour 
and cattle for the government. I must make him a pres- 
ent. There was some batter left over last night : I will 
go and tell Fetinya to bake some griddle-cakes (blini). 
It would \ye well, too, to make a sweet tart with eggs : 
I have very fine eggs, and it only requires a short time." 
The hostess left the room, in oixier to put her idea into 
execution with regaixi to the turnover tart, and proba- 
bly to amplify it with other productions of domestic 
cooking and baking; but Tchitchikoff went to the 
drawing-room, where he had passed the night, in order 
to get the necessary papers from his dressing-case. In 
the drawing-room, every thing had long been put in 
order : the luxurious feather-bed had been carried out, 
and a covered table stood before the divan. Placing 
his casket upon it, he rested a while ; for he felt that he 
was as drenched with perspiration as though he were in 
the river. Every thing he had on, from his shirt to his 
stockings, was moist. *' Eh, that confounded old 
woman has worn me out!" he said after resting a 
while ; and he opened his casket. 

The author is convinced that there are readers 
so curious that they even desire to know the plan 
and interior aiTangemeut of this dressing-case, and 
why not gratify them, if you please? Here is the 
internal arrangement : in the very centre was a soap- 
box ; behind the soap-box, six or seven narrow com- 
partments for razors ; then a square corner-space for 
sand-box and ink-bottle, with a depression between 
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them for pens, sealing-wax, and all that was long in 
shape ; then all sorts of compartrpents with and with- 
out covers, for every thing which was short, filled with 
notes, visiting-cards, funeral-cards, theatrical bills, and 
other things preseiTed as mementos. The whole up- 
per tray with its compartments could be taken out, and 
beneath it was a space which was occupied by piles of 
papers, in sheets: then came a little secret box for 
money, which sprang out imperceptibly from the side 
of the case. It was always pulled out so quickly, and 
pushed back at the same moment, by its owner, that it 
is quite impossible to say how much money there was 
there. Tchitchikoff immediately set to work, and, 
mending a pen, he began to write. At that moment his 
hostess entered. 

"You have a pretty box, my friend," said she, 
seating herself beside him. " You purchased it in 
Moscow, surely ? ' ' 

''Yes," replied Tchitchikoff, continuing to write. 

" I knew it : every thing there is of good workman- 
ship. Two years ago my sister brought some warm 
shoes for the children from there : they are of such 
good material, that the children are wearing them to 
this hour. Ah, how much stamped paper you have 
there!" she went on, peeping into his dressing-case. 
In fact, there was a good deal of stamped paper there. 
"If you would only give me a sheet! 1 need it so 
much : if a petition has to be handed up in the couit, 
I have nothing to write it on." 

Tchitchikoff explained to her that the imper was not 
of that soi-t ; that it was intended for the completion of 
bills of sale of serfs, but not for petitions. However, 
in order to quiet her, he gave her several sheets valmil 
at a ruble each. Having written the letter, he gave It 
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to her to sign, and asked for a brief list of the muz- 
hiks. It appeared that the proprieti*ess kept no list, 
but she knew almost all of them by heart. He made 
her dictate them to him on the spot. The family- 
names of some of the peasants, but still more their 
nicknames, rather surprised him ; so that each time he 
heard one, he paused, and then began to write. A cer- 
tain Petr Savelieff Neuvazhai-Koruito,^ struck him es- 
pecially, so that he could not refrain from saying, 
" That is very long." Another had coupled with his 
name, korovuii kijyitch,^ One appeared simply as 
Wheel Ivan. When he had finished writing, he sniffed 
the air a little, and caught the sound of something hot 
in butter. 

'Ч beg you humbly to taste," said the hostess. 
Tchitchikoff glanced round, and saw that on the table, 
there were already standing mushrooms, patties, but- 
ter-cakes, pancakes, griddle-cakes, with all sorts of 
tarts, — tarts with garlic, with poppy-seeds, with curds, 
with fish, and what not. 

"Here is a sweet pasty with eggs," said the host- 
ess. 

Tchitchikoff attacked the sweet pasty with eggs; 
and after eating nearly half of it, he praised it. In 
fact, the pasty was savory in itself ; and after all his 
trouble and bartering with the old woman, it tasted still 
more savory to him. 

"Will you have some griddle-cakes?" said his 
hostess. 

In reply, Tchitchikoff rolled three cakes together, 
dipped them in the melted butter, and put them into 
his mouth, and then rubbed his lips and hands on his 
napkin. 

1 BeepieeUie-Trough. « Cow-Brick. 
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After repeating this three times, he requested his 
hostess to order his britchka to be prepared. Nastasya 
Petrovna immediately sent Fetinya with orders to fetch 
some hot griddle-cakes at the same time. 

" Your griddle-cakes are very good, my dear 
woman," said Tchitchikoff, accepting the hot ones 
when they arrived. 

" Yes, we bake them well here," said the hostess ; 
" but it's a pity the crops are bad, the flour is not 
so good. . . . But why are you in such haste, my 
friend?" She broke off, perceiving that Tchitchikoff 
had his cap in his hand. " The britchka is not 
harnessed yet." 

" It is ready, my good woman, it is ready. My man 
hai'nesses quickly." 

" And please don't forget about the contracts." 

'' I will not forget, I will not forget," said Tchitchi- 
koff, as he went into the vestibule. 

"And you don't buy lard?" said his hostess, fol- 
lowing him. 

'^ Why not? I will buy it, but later." 

"I shall have lard, too, at Christmas." 

" I will buy it, I will buy it : I will buy every thing, 
even lard." 

"Perhaps you would like some chickens' feathers. 
I shall have feathers also at St. Philip's fast." 

" Very good, very good," said Tchitchikoff. 

"You see, my father, that your britchka is not 
ready yet," said his hostess, when they emerged on 
the porch. 

" It will be ready. But tell me how I am to get 
back to the highway." 

" How are you to do it? " said his hostess. " It is 
hard to tell you ; there are many turns : perhaps I will 
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send a little girl with you to guide you. You probably 
have room for her to sit on the box? " 

"Of course." 

"Then, if you please, I will give you a little girl; 
she knows the road ; only, see that you do not carry 
her off ! The tradei-s have already earned off one of 
my girls." 

Tchitchikoff assured her that he would not : and the 
Korobotchka, regaining her composure, began to in- 
spect every thing in her yard ; she fixed her eyes on 
the housekeeper, who was bringing from the storehouse 
a wooden can of honey ; on the muzhik, who made his 
appearance at the gate ; and gradually she became 
transported back entirely into her life as an estate- 
owner. 

But why occupy ourselves so long with the Koro- 
botchka? Korobotchka or Manilova, a life of domestic 
economy, or one which paid no heed to it — away with 
them ! Things are strangely arranged in this world : 
merry things turn to sad ones in a twinkling, if you 
pause long before them ; and then, God knows, what 
fancies throng your brain ! Perhaps you will even begin 
to think, " Does the Korobotchka really stand so low 
in the endless ladder of human development? Is the 
gulf so great which separates her from her sister, 
impenetrably hemmed in by the walls of an aristocratic 
house, with noble iron staircases, glittering with brass, 
with mahogany, and carpets, as she yawns over an 
unfinished book, while awaiting a wittily- worldly visit 
which will afford her an opportunity to dazzle with her 
intellect, and to utter cut and dri.ed thoughts, — thoughts 
which engross the attention of the city for a whole 
week, as the fashion is, — thoughts, not about what is 
going on in her house, or on her estates which have 
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become involved, and have deteriorated, thanks to her 
ignorance of domestic affairs, but of how a }юИЫса1 
revolution is in preparation in France, and of the turn 
which fashionable Catholicism has taken ? Bat on, on ! 
AVhy speak of this? But why does a strange and 
wondrous ripple suddenly penetrate amid the thought- 
less, merry, careless moments? The smile has not 
completely vanished from one's face, and one has 
already become a different person in the midst of the 
very same people, and the countenance has lighted up 
with an entirely different light. 

''Ah! here is the britchka, here is the britchka!" 
exclaimed Tchitchikoff, catching sight at last of his 
approaching vehicle. " What have you been doing so 
long, blockhead? It is evident that you have not 
entirely got rid of the fumes of your intoxication of 
yesterday.*' 

To this, Selifan made no reply. 

"Farewell, my dear woman! Now, where is your 
girl?" 

" Hey, Pelageya," said the hostess to a little girl of 
eleven, who was standing near the porch, in a gown 
of home-made glazed linen, and with bare feet, which 
might have been taken at a distance for boots, so 
bedaulied were they with fresh mud. " Show this 
gentleman the road." 

Selifan helped the child to climb to the box, who, 
setting her foot first upon the step, smeared it with 
mud, and then mounted, and seated herself beside him. 
Tchitchikoff placed his foot on the step after her ; and 
inclining the britchka to the right side, for he was 
rather heavy, he finally took his place, saying, "Ah, 
now, that's well! farewell, my good woman!" The 
horses started off. 
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Selifan was gruff all the way, and, at the same time, 
very attentive to his business, as was generally the 
case witli hira when he had been in fault, or intoxi- 
cated. The horses were wonderfully spniced up. Tlie 
collar of one of them, which had hitherto almost al- 
ways been put on in a tattered state, so that the tow 
peeped through the leather, was now skilfully mended. 
He was silent all the way, and ouly cracked his whip ; 
addressed no edifying speeches to his horses, although 
the piebald one would have liked to hear something in- 
structive, of course : for during this time, the reins 
seemed to lie languidly in the hands of the garrulous 
coachman, and his knout only hummed al)ove their 
backs, as a matter of form. But from his surly mouth 
on this occasion, only monotonously disagreeable excla- 
mations were audible: '*Come, now! come, jacka- 
nai>es! gape away, gape away!" and that was all. 
Even the brown horse and the Assessor were dissatis- 
fied at not hearing " my dears,'* or '^ my good fellows," 
a single time. The piebald felt disagreeable blows upon 
the fat and broad jwrtions of his body. '' Come, now, 
what has distracted his attention ? " he thought to him- 
self, pricking up his ears a little. *' Doesn't he know 
whereto strike? He doesn't hit one straight on the 
back, but picks out the tenderest spot, catches his whip 
in my eare, and lashes me under the belly." 

"To the right?" with this curt question, Selifan 
turned to the little girl seated on the box beside him, 
and pointed with his whip to a road now black with 
the rain, which ran between fresh, bright, green fields. 

" No, no : I will show you," replied the girl. 

" Where now ? " said Selifan, when they drew nearer.- 

"Here," replied the little maid, lюinting with her 
hand. 
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" Why, you child ! " said Selifan. '' That is to the 
right. She doesn't know right and left ! *' 

Though the day was very fine, the road was so 
muddy that the wheels of the britchita caught it up, 
and soon became covered with it, as with a felt, which 
rendered the equipage considerably heavier. More- 
over, the soil was clayey, and unusually adhesive. 
Both these causes aided in preventing their emerging 
from the country lane until mid-day. Without tlie 
aid of the little girl, it would have been difficult to do 
even this ; for the roads sprawled out in all directions, 
like captive crabs when they are withdrawn from tlie 
sack : and Selifan would have traversed much unneces- 
sary ground, without any fault of his own. Soon the 
little girl pointed to a black-looking building in the 
distance, and said, — 

" There is the highway." 

"And that building? *' inquired Selifan. 

" It is the tavern," said the child. 

" Well, now we can get along by ourselves," said 
Selifan : " run home." 

He drew up, and helped her to descend, muttering 
between his teeth, " Eh, you black-legged creature ! " 

Tchitchikoff gave her a copper groschen ; and she 
ran away home, quite content with having ridden on 
the carriage-box. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

NOZDREFF. 

OiTB bero reacbee tbe Inn on tbe bigbway. — Doecription of the place. — 
Wbat a Rueeian stomach in the provinces is like. — The hero has a 
breakfast which is more abundant than if he had been dieting for two 
days. — He talks with the matdeervaut. — Nozdreff and a blond brother- 
in-law. -~ ^^^1ш1 Nozdreff is : bis pranks abroad. ~ He is anxious to get 
the hero to hie house. — He also carries away with him bis virtuoos 
brother-in-law, his sister's husband, an enemy of such things. — Disorder 
in Nozdreff's house, as in bis head. — He exhibits bis domains in detalU 
— His boasts of all sorts. — His blond brother-in-law proves an incon- 
venient person for all braggarts: our hero is eaeier to get on with. — 
After a long dinner, accompanied by too many liqulde, the brother-in-law 
succeeds in making bis escape : Tchitchikoff is forced to play, but be 
first ascertains bis host's eentlroeuts on the subject of the dead souls on 
bis property. — Nozdreff's language and manners are terrible, and he 
cheats at play to boot. — Orand quarrel, which id renewed on the follow- 
ing morning with great violence, each considering that the other deserves 
tbe gallows at least. — Sncceesful flight of the hero, who is providentially 
favored by tbe visit of a magistrate. 

On reaching the inn, Tchitehikoflf commanded a halt 
for two reasons: in order, on the one hand, to give 
the horses an opportunity to rest, and, on the other, in 
order to get something to eat, and to refrcsh himself. 
The author must confess that he greatly envies the 
appetites and stomachs of this sort of people. For liim, 
there is absolutely no sense in all the big men of high 
position, who dwell in Petersburg or Moscow, pass 
their time in meditating on wliat they can eat to- 
morrow, and what dinner they can devise for the day 
after to-morrow, and who only attack this dinner after 
taking a pill — who swallow oysters, sea-spiders, and 
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other monstrosities, and then go to Carlsbad or the 
Caucasus. No, these gentlemen have never aroused 
his envy. But gentlemen of the middle class, who 
call for ham at one station, roast pig at the next, a 
slice of sturgeon, or some sausage baked in dough, 
with onions, at the third, and then seat themselves at 
the table at any time you please, just as though noth- 
ing had gone before, and sterlet soup with eel-pout and 
milk, hisses and cracks between his teeth, followed by a 
roast, or a big fish pasty, with layers of shad, so that 
it gives the beholder an appetite — these gentlemen 
really possess an enviable gift from heaven ! More 
than one grand seigneur would sacrifice on tlie instant 
half his serfs and half his estates, mortgaged and un- 
mortgaged, with all the improvements of Russian and 
foreign origin, if he could but possess such a stomach 
as these middle-class gentry own ; but the pity of it is, 
that no amount of money, nor estates with and without 
improvement, can purchase such a stomach as these 
middle-class gentlemen possess. 

The wooden inn, darkened with age, received Tchi- 
tchikoflf beneath its narrow and hospitable veranda, 
supported on turned wooden columns, which resembled 
ancient ecclesiastical candlesticks. The inn was some- 
thing in the nature of a Russian izba (cabin), but of 
somewhat larger dimensions. The cornice, carved in 
patterns from fresh wood around the windows and 
under the roof, made sharply outlined and brilliant 
streaks upon its dim walls: jugs and flowers were 
painted on the shutters. 

Ascending the narrow wooden staircase which led 
up-stairs into the spacious vestibule, he encountered a 
door which opened with a squeak, and a fat old woman 
in motley chintz gown, who addressed him with, " This 
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way, if you please.'* In the room were all the old 
friends, who are always encountered in small wooden 
inns, of which not a few exist on the highways ; namely, 
a samovar, crusted as with hoar-frost ; smoothly planed 
pine walls ; a three-cornered cupboard with teapots and 
cups in the corner ; a gilded porcelain egg suspended 
before the holy pictures by blue and red ribbons ; a cat 
who had recently had kittens ; a looking-glass, which 
reflected four eyes instead of two, and some sort of a 
pancake instead of a face ; and lastly, great bunches 
of sweet-scented grass and gillyflowei*s surrounding 
the pictures, which have dried to such a point that any 
one who tried to smell them could do nothing but 
sneeze. 

"Have you a roast sucking-pig?" was the query 
which Tchitchikoff addressed to the woman who stood 
there. 

''Yes." 

" With horseradish or sour cream ? " 

"With both." 

"Fetch it here." 

The old woman went to get it, and brought a plate, 
and a napkin which was starched to such a point that it 
stood on end like a dry crust, then a knife with a yellow 
bone handle as thin as a penknife, a two-pronged fork, 
and a salt-cellar which could not by any means what- 
ever be induced to stand straight on the table. 

Our hero, according to his custom, immediately en- 
tered into conversation with her, and inquired whether 
she kept the inn herself, or whether there was a land- 
lord, and how much income the inn afforded, and 
whether her sons lived with her, and whether the eldest 
son was married, or unmarried, what sort of a wife he 
had taken, whether she had a large dowry, or not, and 
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whether the bride's father was satisfied, and if he had 
not been angry at having received but few presents at 
the wedding : in short, he omitted nothing. Of course, 
it is understood that he was curious to learn what 
landed proprietors there were in the vicinity ; and he 
found out that they were, Blokhin, Potchitaeff, Muilnoi, 
Col. Tcheprakoff, and Sobakevitch. ''Ah! do you 
know Sobakevitch?'* he asked, and immediately found 
that the old woman knew not only Sobakevitch, but 
Maniloff also, and that Maniloff was more exacting than 
Sobakevitch: he immediately orders a chicken to be 
boiled, asks for veal ; if there is roast mutton, he asks 
for it, and tries every thing : but Sobakevitch asks for 
some one thing, then eats it all up, and even demands 
additions without extra charge. 

While thus conversing as he ate his roast pig, of 
which but one least morsel remained, the rumble of an 
approaching carriage became audible. Peeping through 
the window, he perceived a light britchka, attached to a 
troika of three fine horses, halting before the door of 
the inn. Two men descended from the britchka. One 
was blond and of lofty stature ; the other somewhat 
shorter, and of dark complexion. The blonde wore a 
dark-blue Hungarian coat, the dark man a simple 
striped summer coat. In the distance an empty calash 
was loitering along, drawn by four long-haired horses 
with frayed collars and rope- harness. The blond man 
immediately walked up-stairs ; while the dark one re- 
mained fumbling for something in the britchka, as he 
talked to the servant, and motioned to the advancing 
calash. His voice struck Tchitchikoff as familiar in 
some way. While he was still gazing, the blond man 
had succeeded in feeling the handle, and opening the 
door. He was a man of lofty stature, with a thin, or 
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what is called a worn, face, with a reddish mustache. 
It was possible to draw the inference from his brown 
face, that he knew what smoke was, if not the smoke 
of powder, then at least that from tobacco. He ^wed 
courteously to Tchitchikoif , and the latter responded in 
the same way. They would probably have addressed 
each other in a few minutes, and have become well ac- 
quainted, for a beginning had already been made, and 
both had expressed their satisfaction at almost the 
same moment, that the dust of the road had been quite 
laid by the rain of the preceding day, and that one 
could now ride with coolness, and agreeably, when the 
dark-complexioned man, his comrade, entered, flinging 
his cap from his head upon the table, and jauntily put- 
ting his thick black hair into disarray with his hand. 
He was a very well-made young man of medium size, 
with full red cheeks, teeth as white as snow, and side- 
whiskers as black as pitch. He was as fresh as blood 
and milk : health seemed to shower from his face. 

" Ba, ba, ba!" he exclaimed all at once, flinging 
wide both arms as he caught sight of Tchitchikoff. 
" How did you come here? " 

Tchitchikoff recognized Nozdreff, the same person 
in whose company he had dined at the procurator's, 
and who, in the course of a very few miuutes, had got 
upon such an intimate footing with him, that the latter 
had already begun to address him as thou^ although he 
had, on his side, given no .occasion whatever for this. 

" Where have you been? " said Nozdreff ; and with- 
out awaiting a reply, he went on, " I have been to the 
fair, ray dear fellow : congratulate me ! I'm totally 
ruined! Would you believe it? I was never so com- 
pletely plucked in щу life 1 Why, I am travelling with 
villagers* hpf ^e^ ! Just look out of the window!" 
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Here he himself bent Tchitchikoff's head so that it 
nearly came in violent contact with the sash. "Do 
you see what wretched beasts they are ? It was with 
difficulty that they dragged me, cursed animals ! I 
had to get into his britchka." So saying, Nozdreff 
pointed with his finger at his comrade. " So, you 
are already acquainted ? My brother-in-law, Mizhueff . 
We were talking about you this morning. ' See, now,' 
said I, ' if we don't meet Tchitchikoff ! ' Well, my 
friend, if you only knew how badly ruined I am ! 
Will you believe it? I not only lost four trotters, but 
every thing ! Why, I haven't even a watch or a chain 
about me ! " Tchitchikoff looked at him, and perceived, 
that, in fact, he had neither watch nor chain. It 
even struck him that one side-whisker was smaller and 
thinner than the other. " If I only had twenty mbles 
in my pocket," continued Nozdreff, "only just twenty, 
I would win back every thing ; that is to say, I would 
win that and thirty thousand more, and immediately 
put them in this pocket-book, like an honorable man." 

" But that was what you said at the time," replied 
the blond man ; " and when I gave you fifty rubles, 
you gambled them away too." 

" I did not mean to lose them : by Heavens, I didn't 
mean to! If I had not committed a folly, truly I 
should not have lost them ! If I hadn't staked three 
to two on that cursed seven after the king, I might 
have broken the bank." 

" But you didn't break it," said the blonde. 
' I did not break it because I did not turn the corner 
down in time! But do you think your major plays 
weU?" 

" Whether he plays well, or not, he outplayed you." 

"Much that amounts to!" said Nozdreff. "I'll 
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win from him in the same way. Yes, just let him try 
to play doublets, theu I shall see, I shall see what 
sort of a player he is ! And how we did carouse those 
first days, friend TchitchikoffI Really, the fair was 
capital ! The merchants themselves declare that there 
never was such a concourse of people. Evei-y thing 
which I took from the country sold at the most favor- 
able prices. Eh, my friend, what a carouse we had ! 
Even now when I think of it . . . deuce take it ! that is, 
it is such a pity that you were not there ! Just imagine, 
that a regiment of dragoons was stationed three versts 
from the town. If you will believe it, every one of the 
officers — and there were forty of them alone — were 
in town. . . . When we began to drink, brother . . . 
the staff cavalry captain, Potzyelueff . . . such a 
splendid fellow ! such a mustache as he has, brother ! 
He calls Bordeaux simply burdashki. ' Bring hither 
some burdashki, my good fellow,* says he. Lieut. Kuv- 
shinnikoff . . . ah, my friend, what a charming man be 
is ! And 1 may say that the carouse was according to 
all the forms. We were all together. What wine 
Ponomareff did give us! You must know that he is 
a rascal, and that you must purchase nothing in his 
shop : he mixes all sorts of rubbish in his — wine, 
sandal-wood, burnt cork, and he even colors it with 
elderberry, the villain ; but, after all, if he drags 
forth from the distant chamber which he calls his own 
special, some little bottle, then, truly, my friend, you 
find yourself in the empyrean. Our champagne was 
such that the governor's is nothing to it — simply 
kvas.^ Fancy, not Cliquot, but some sort of Cliquot — 
matradura ; that means a double-distilled Cliquot. And 
he got one little bottle of French wine with the name of 

^ A Bourieh liquor made from rye-meal aud malt* 
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bonbon. Perfume ? Roses and every thing you like. 
But what a carouse we did have ! After us came some 
prince, brother, and sent to the shop for champagne — 
no, not a single bottle in the whole city ; the officers 
had drunk it all up. If you will believe it, I alone 
drank seventeen bottles of champagne in the course 
of the dinner." 

''Come, now, you can't drink seventeen bottles," 
remarked the blonde. 

"On the word of an honest man, I say that I did 
drink them," replied Nozdreff. 

" You can say what you please, but I tell you that 
you cannot drink ten." 

" Come, do you want to bet that I can drink them ? " 

" What's the use of betting? " 

"Come, now, wager your gun that you bought in 
town." 

"I will not." 

" Come, wager it, try it." 

"Idon't wanttotry it." 

"Yes, you would be left without a gun as you are 
without a hat. Eh, friend Tchitchikoff, how sorry I 
am that you were not there ! I know that you could 
not have parted from Kuvshinuikoff. How well you 
would have agreed with each other ! He's not at all 
like the procurator and all those government misers in 
our town who tremble over every kopek. He, my 
friend, will play at galbik^ faro, or any thing you wish. 
Eh, Tchitchikoff ! . . . Now, what would it have cost 
you to come ? Truly, you are a dirty pig for that, a 
cattle-drover ! Kiss me, my soul ; death, but I love 
thee! Look, Mizhueff! fate has brought it about. 
Now, what is he to me, or what am I to him ? He has 
come, God knows whence, and I also live here. And 
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how many carriages there were, my friend, and all on 
a grand scale ! I gave a turn at the wheel of fortune, 
and won two boxes of pomade, a porcelain cup, and a 
guitar : then I staked once more, and gave it a twist, 
and lost above six rubles, the rascals! But if you 
only knew what a wild fellow Kuvshinnikoff is ! We 
went to nearly all the balls together. There was such a 
woman at one of them, so little dressed in ruches and 
fallals, and the deuce knows what ! . . . I just thought 
to myself, ' Devil take it ! ' But Kuvshinnikoff — he's 
such a brute ! — just seated himself beside her, and paid 
her such compliments in the French tongue ! . . . I 
assure you, he didn't miss even simple women. That's 
what he calls making the most of the strawberries. 
They brought us wonderful fish and slices of dried 
sturgeon. I have brought one with me — lucky I 
thought of buying it while I still had some money. 
Where are you going now? " 

" To a certain man's," said Tchitchikoff. 

"Well, what of the man? let him alone : come to 
my house ! " 

" Impossible, impossible ! I have business with him.'* 

" Well, that's a nice thing to invent I Ah, you 
Opodeldok Ivanovitch ! " 

" Really, I have business, and very necessary busi- 
ness too." 

*' I bet that you are lying ! Come, tell me to whom 
you are going." 

*' Well, then, to Sobakevitch." 

Here Nozdreff burst into such a resounding laugh as 
only a fresh, healthy man can give vent to, when he 
displays every one of his sugar-white teeth, when his 
cheeks quiver and leap, and his neighbor two doors off, 
in the third room, springs up from his slumber, stares 
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with all his might, and ejaculates, " Eh, the house has 
tumbled down ! ' ' 

*' What is there ridiculous in that?" said Tchitchi- 
koff, somewhat offended at such a laugh. 

But Nozdreff continued to laugh at the top of his 
voice, and to shout at intervals, " Oh, mercy! I shall 
burst with laughter." 

''There's nothing to laugh at: I promised him," 
said Tchitchikoff. 

''Won't you be sorry when you reach him! he's a 
downright niggard! Why, I know your character: 
you'll be mightily disappointed if you think to find a 
faro bank and a good bottle of bonbon there. Listen, 
my dear fellow : let Sobakevitch go to the Devil ! come 
with me. What dried sturgeon I'll treat you to! 
Ponomareff, the beast, bowed, and said, ' It's only for 
you : you may search through the whole fair, * says he, 
'and you won't find any such dried sturgeon.' But 
he's a frightful scamp. I said this to his face : ' You,* 
said I, ' and our brandy farmers, are the biggest rascals 
we have.' The beast laughed, and stroked his beard. 
Kuvshinnikoff and I breakfasted at his shop every day. 
Ah, my dear fellow, I forgot to tell you ! I know that 
you won't give in now, but I tell you beforehand that 
I will not sell it for ten thousand rubles. Hey, there, 
Porfiriy ! " he shouted, stepping to the window, to his 
man, who was holding a knife in one hand, and a crust 
of bread in the other, with a bit of sturgeon which he 
had succeeded in slicing off on the sly, as he removed 
something from the britchka. " Hey, there, Porfiriy ! " 
shouted Nozdreff, "fetch that puppy here! Such a 
dog ! " he continued, turning to Tchitchikoff. " It was 
stolen, but the owner wouldn't give it up of his own 
free will. I offered him a chestnut horse : you remem- 
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her it? — the one I swapped with Khvostuireflf." . . . 
However, Tchitchikoff had never seen either the chest- 
nut horse nor Khvostuireflf in his life. 

''Will you not have something to eat, master?" 
said the old woman, approaching him at this moment. 

*' Nothing. Eh, my dear fellow, how we did 
carouse ! However, give me a glass of vodka. What 
kind have you? " 

'* Anise-seed,** replied the old woman. 

*' Well, fetch your anise-seed,** said Nozdreflf. 

*' Give me a glass too,'* said the blonde. 

" There*s an actress in the theatre, the wretch, who 
sings like a canary! Kuvshinnikoif, who sat beside 
me, says, ' There, my dear fellow, we must make the 
most of the strawberries with her. ' I think there were 
at least fifty Iwoths. Fenardi turned somersets for 
four hours.*' Here he took the glass from the hand 
of the old woman, who then made a low reverence to 
him. ''Fetch it here!** he cried, catching sight of 
Porfiriy entering with the pui)py. Porfiriy was dressed 
like his master, in a kind of wadded arkhaliik,^ only 
a little dirtier. 

" Fetch it here : put it on the floor." 

Porfiriy set the puppy on the floor: the animal 
stretched with all four legs, and siielled the earth. 

"There*s a pup,*' said Nozdreff, grasping it by the 
back, and lifting it in his hand. Tiie dog emitted a 
very pitiful howl. 

"But you haven't done as I told you,** said Noz- 
dreff, turning to Porfiriy, and examining the dog*s belly 
attentively. " You have not combed him.*' 

" Yes, I did comb him.*' 

*' Then, where do the fleas come from?" 

^ A loDg, straight coat reacbing to the knee* 
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" I can't tell. Perhaps they crawled on him from 
the britchka." 

'' You lie, you lie ! and you never meant to comb 
him. I believe, you fool, that you have put some of 
your own on him. See here, Tchitchikoff, look what 
ears ! just feel them with your hand.*' 

"Why? I can see them: he's a good breed," re- 
plied Tchitchikoff. 

*' No, but take hold of him deliberately, feel his 
ears." 

Tchitchikoff, to please him, felt the ears, and re- 
marked, " Yes, he will be a good dog." 

" And do you feel how cold his nose is? Take it 
in your hand." 

Not wishing to offend him, Tchitchikoff touched its 
nose also, saying, " Good scent." 

"A genuine bull-dog," went on Nozdreff. "I 
confess that I have for a long time been whetting my 
teeth for a bull-dog. Here, Porfiriy, take him away." 

Porfiriy took the dog round the body, and carried him 
off to the britchka. 

'' Listen, Tchitchikoff: you certainly must come to 
my house now ; it's only five versts ; we shall be there 
in no time, and then you can go to Sobakevitch if you 
like." 

" Why not? " said Tchitchikoff to himself. " I will 
go with Nozdreff, after all. How is he any worse than 
the others? He's just the same sort of man ; and, be- 
sides, he has been losing money. He has plenty of 
every thing, evidently : consequently, I might ask him 
to give me something without payment. . . . We will 
go, if you like," said he : '' but beware of delay ; time 
is of value to me." 

'* Well, my soul, that's right ! that's good ! Wait, 
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1*11 kiss you for that." Here NozdreflP and Tchitchi- 
koff kissed each other. ''That's glorious! we'll all 
three ride together." 

'* No, you must release me," said the blond man. 
*' I must go home." 

*' Nonsense, nonsense, my dear fellow ! I won't let 
you go." 

'* Really, my wife will be angry ; but you can change 
into the other britchka now." 

*' Ni, ni, ni, don't think of it ! " 

The blond man was one of those individuals whose 
character contains a certain stubbornness at first sight. 
Before you have succeeded in opening your mouth, 
they are ready to dispute, and apparently they will 
never agree to that which is op[юsed to their manner 
of thought : they will never call a stupid man wise, and, 
in particular, will never consent to dance to another's 
pipe ; but it always ends in their character betray- 
ing a weakness, and in their consenting to tliat very 
thing which they refused, namely, to call stupid wise ; 
and then they come and dance, in the best possible 
manner, to other people's piping; in a word, they 
begin sweet, and end sour. 

''Nonsense!" said Nozdreflf, in answer to some 
objection of the blond man, and set the latter's cap 
on his head, — and the blonde followed them. 

"You haven't paid for your vodka, master," . . . 
said the old woman. 

" Oh, very well, very well, my good woman ! Hark 
ye, brother-in-law ! pay, if you please. I haven't a 
kopek in my pocket." 

" How much do you want ? " asked his brother-in-law. 

"Why, master, twenty kopeks, silver, in all," said 
the old woman. 
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" You lie, you lie ! give her half a ruble : I am very 
well pleased with Jier." 

" It's but little, master," said the old woman : never- 
theless, she took the money with gratitude, and ran in 
haste to open the door for them. She had lost noth- 
ing, because she had asked four times the worth of the 
vodka. 

The travellers took their seats. Tehitchikoff's 
britehka drove alongside the britehka in which sat 
Nozdreff and his brother-in-law, and thus all three 
could converse freely together on the way. Behind 
them followed Nozdreff's little calash, which was always 
dropping in the rear, with its thin post-horses. In it 
rode Porfiriy and the puppy. 

As the conversation between the travellers was not 
very interesting to the reader, it will be better if 
we say something about Nozdreff himself, who may 
chance to play not the least important part in our 
drama. 

Nozdreff's person is, probably, already somewhat 
known to the reader. It has fallen to the lot of every 
one to meet not a few such individuals. They are 
called lively young fellows, even in childhood, and at 
school they have the reputation of being good com- 
rades ; and with all that, they receive some very painful 
raps. A certain frankness, straightforwardness, and 
boldness are visible in their countenances. They make 
acquaintances quickly, and before you have time to 
look about you, they are calling you thou. They strike 
up a friendship forever, apparently; but it пеш1у 
always happens, that the person who has entered intQ 
friendship quarrels with them that same evening ovt;r 
a friendly drinking-bout. Nozdreff at thirty-five w[\a 
precisely the same as he had been at eighteen and 
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twenty, — a great lover of carousing. His marriage 
had effected no cliange in him, especially as his wife 
had soon departed to the other world, leaving two 
small children who were decidedly in his way. How- 
ever, a very pretty nurse looked after the children. He 
never could stay at home more than a day at a time. 
His sensitive nose smelled out a fair with all sorts of 
assemblages and balls, at a distance of ten vei*sts : in 
the twinkling of an eye, he was there, disputing and 
raising a tumult at the green table ; for, like all men of 
his description, he had a passion for cards. He did 
not play cards quite irreproachably and honestly, as we 
have seen in the first chapter, as he knew many ways 
of turning up false cards, and other fine points : and 
therefore the game very frequently ended by another 
sort of game ; he was either beaten with boots, or his 
false card was redeemed by the pledge of his thick 
and very handsome side-whiskers, so that he sometimes 
returned home with only one whisker, and that rather 
scanty. But his plump and healthy cheeks were so 
well made, and concentrated within themselves so much 
vegetative force, that his whiskers soon grew out afresh, 
and even better than before. And that which was 
strangest of all, that which can happen only in Russia, 
was, that, after a time, he met again those friends who 
had pummelled him, and met them as though nothing 
had taken place ; and he was not the worse for it, as 
the saying goes, nor they either. 

Nozdreff was, in a certain way, an historical person- 
age. Not a single assemblage of persons at which 
he was present passed off without a history. Some 
" history ** inevitably resulted : either the gendarmerie 
led him out of the room, or his friends were forced to 
thrust him out/ If that did not happen, still some- 



NOZDREFF, 95 

thing or other which never occurs to other men was 
sure to take place : either he would drink himself full 
at the buffet in such a manner that he could only laugh, 
or else he would lie away in the most terrible manner, 
80 that he finally grew ashamed of himself. And he 
lied absolutely without any need whatever: all of a 
sudden he would tell about some horse he had owned 
with blue or pink hair, and such like nonsense ; so that 
his hearers finally walked off with the remark, '* Well, 
brother, you seem to have gone to running bullets 
(lying) again." 

There are people who have a mania for wounding 
their neighbors, and that at times without any cause 
whatever. For instance, even a man well up in rank, 
with polished exterior, and a star upon his breast, will 
press your hand, and converse with you on deep themes 
which challenge thought ; and then, behold, right there, 
before your very eyes, he will wound you, hurt your 
feelings like a simple collegiate registrar, and not at 
all like a man with a star on his breast, who discourses 
of lofty themes which invite reflection, so that you 
can only stand and marvel, with a shrug of your 
shoulders, and that is all. This strange passion was 
possessed by Nozdreff also. The man who was most 
intimate with him was the one whom he was the 
quickest to attack ; he would relate fictions than which 
it is impossible to conceive any thing more stupid ; he 
would break up a marriage or a business transaction, 
and yet not consider himself as your enemy in the 
least ; on the contrary, if chance brought him in con- 
tact with you again, he would behave in a friendly 
manner, and even say, "You are such a mean fellow 
— you never come to see me." Nozdreff was a many- 
sided man in many respects ; that is to say, a man 
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who was all things to all people. At one and the 
same moment he would propose to you to go wherever 
you pleased, to the very bounds of the earth, to enter 
into any undertaking you liked, to swap any thing in 
the world for any thing else. A gun, a dog, a horse 
— every thing was an object for swapping, and not in 
the least for the sake of gain : it proceeded simply 
from a certain inharmonious fickleness and daring of 
character. If he was lucky enough at a fair to hit 
upon a simpleton, and plunder him, he collected a heap 
of every thing which had previously met his eye in 
the booths, — horse-collars, pipe-lighters, nurses' ker- 
chiefs, dice, raisins, a silver hand-basin, Holland cam- 
bric, wheaten groats, herrings, pictures, instruments 
for sharpening, pots, boots, faience dishes, — to the ex- 
tent which his money would allow. However, it rarely 
happened that this was carried home; on almost the 
same day it was all lost to some other more lucky 
player; sometimes even his own private pipe with 
tobacco-pouch and mouthpiece was added, and, on 
another occasion, all four of his horses, with every 
thing pertaining thereto, including calash and coach- 
man, so that the owner trotted about himself in a short 
surtout or arkhaluk, to hunt up some friend, and make 
use of the latter's carriage. Such was Nozdreff! 
Perhaps his character will be pronounced extinct, and 
people will begin to say that there are no more Noz- 
dreff s now. Alas ! those who say so will be unjust. 
Nozdreff will not be lost to the world for a long time 
to come. He is everywhere in our midst, but he goes 
about in a different caftan ; but people are flightily- 
unpenetrating, and a man in a different caftan seems 
to them a different man. 

Meanwhile the three equipages have driven up to the 
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porch of Nozdreff's house. In the house, no prepara- 
tions had been made for their reception. In the mid- 
dle of the dining-room stood two wooden trestles; 
and mounted upon them were two muzhiks whitening 
the walls, and droning out some interminable song: 
the floor was all bespattered with whitewash. Noz- 
dreff ordered the muzhiks and the trestles off upon the 
Blюt, and ran out into the adjoining room to give his 
orders. The guests heard him giving the cook direc- 
tions about dinner: on reflection, Tchitchikoff, who 
was already beginning to experience some appetite, 
perceived that they should not sit down to table earlier 
than five o'clock. When NozdreflP returned, he con- 
ducted his guests to inspect every thing about his 
village ; and in a little over two hours, he had shown 
them absolutely every thing, so that nothing more was 
left for exhibition. First of all they went to inspect 
the stable, where they saw two mares, — one a dapple- 
gray, the other chestnut, — and next a brown stallion, 
not very handsome to look at, but for which Nozdreff 
swore that he had paid ten thousand rubles. 

*' You did not give ten thousand for him," remarked 
his brother-in-law. '' He isn't worth even one." 

"By Heavens, I did give ten thousand!" said 
Nozdreff. 

*' You may swear as much as you like," replied his 
brother-in-law. 

'* Well, if you like, we will lay a wager on it," said 
Nozdreff. 

But the brother-in-law would not bet. 

Then Nozdreff showed them an empty stall, where 
some valuable horses had formerly stood. In this 
same stable, they also saw a goat, which, according to 
an ancient supei*stition, is considered an indispensable 
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adjunct where there are horses, who seemed to be on 
good terms with them, and walked about beneath their 
bellies as if quite at home. Then Nozdreff led them 
to view the young wolf, which was tied up. *' Here's 
a little wolf,** said he. '* I have him fed on raw meat, 
expressly. I want him to be a perfect wild beast." 
They went to look at the pond, which, according to 
Nozdreff*8 statements, produced fish of such a size, 
that two men could with difficulty draw one out, which 
statement his relative did not fail to cast a doubt upon. 
**I*11 show you the most splendid pair of dogs, 
Tchitchikoff,** said Nozdreff: "the firmness of their 
flesh will arouse your admiration, and their scent — 
like a needle! " and he led them to a very prettily 
built little house, surrounded by a large yard, enclosed 
on all sides. As they entered the yard, they saw all 
sorts of dogs, both long and short haired, of every 1Ю8- 
sible hue and color, — dark brown, black with brown 
streaks, half-spotted, brown-spotted, red-spotted, black- 
eared, gray-eared. . . . All kinds of voices were there, 
and all the ruling denominations, — Stryeldi^ obrugaXj 
porkhat^ pozhary skosuir^ tcherkaX^ dopekat^ pripekat^ cev- 
erga^ kasatka^ nagrada^ and papetcliitelnitza, Nozdreff 
was perfectly at home among them, like a father in .the 
midst of his family : all of them instantly elevated their 
tails, cocked according to canine laws, flew straight to 
meet the visitors, and began to greet them. About ten 
of them placed their paws on Nozdreff* s shoulder. 
Obrugai manifested the same friendship for Tchitchi- 
koff ; and, rising on his hind-legs, he licked his lips, so 
that Tchitchikoff immediately spit. They examined 
the dogs which inspired admiration by the firmness 
of their flesh — and they were fine animals. Then 
they went to see the Crimean bitch, who was already 
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blind, and must die soon, as Nozdreff declared, but 
had been a very fine creature two years before. They 
looked at the bitch — and she really was blind. Then 
they went to see the mill, where the step ^ was lacking, 
in which the upper stone rests, as it turns swiftly on 
the shaft, or flutter s^^ according to the quaint expression 
of the Russian muzhik. ^^ But the blacksmith will 
soon be here," said NozdreflP. After walking a little 
farther, they saw the blacksmith* s shop, and they in- 
spected the smithy. 

*' Here in this field,*' said Nozdreff, pointing to the 
field with his finger, *' there's such a pest of gray 
hares, that you can't see the ground for them. I 
caught one by the hind-legs with my own hand." 

'* Come, now, you can't catch a hare in your hand,'* 
remarked his brother-in-law. 

"But I did, I actually did catch one!" replied 
Nozdreff. 

'* Now I will take you to see where my land ends," 
he went on, turning to Tchitchikoff. 

Nozdreff led his guests through a field, which in 
many places consisted of little mounds. The guests 
were obliged to make their way through the newly 
turned clods and ploughed fields. Tchitchikoff began 
to feel tired. In many places, water burst forth beneath 
their feet, so low-lying was the district. At first they 
took pains, and set their feet cautiously ; but perceiving, 
later on, that this was of no avail, they went straight 
on, without making any choice of more or less muddy 
S|юts. After traversing a considerable distance, they 
really beheld the boundary, which consisted of a 
wooden post and narrow ditch. " Here's the boundary- 
line," said Nozdreff : "all that you behold on this side, 

1 rorkhlitza. « PorkhaU 
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is mine, and even all the forest which looks so blue, 
in that direction, and all that is behind the forest — all 
is mine ! " 

" When did the forest come into your possession? " 
inquired his brother-in-law. " Have you purchased it 
recently? It never used to belong to you." 

" Yes, I bought it a while ago," replied Nozdreff. 

*' How did you manage to buy it so quickly? " 

"How? I bought it day before yesterday, and I 
paid dear for it : Devil take it ! " 

*' But you were at the fair then ! " 

" What a fellow you are, Sofron ! Can't a man be 
at the fair, and buy land too? Well, then, I was at 
the fair, but my steward bought it in my absence." 

"Yes, the steward might have done it," said his 
brother-in-law ; but he had his doubts still, and shook 
his head. 

The visitors returned to the house by the same 
abominable path. Nozdreff conducted them to his 
study, in which, however, no trace of those things 
which are usually contained in a study, namely, books 
and papers, was perceptible: the only articles there 
were a sword aad two guns, which were hanging on 
the wall ; one of the latter being worth three hundred, 
the other eight hundred, rubles. His brother-in-law, 
after surveying the apartment, merely shook his head. 
Then they were shown some Turkish daggera, on one 
of which was engraved, ^^Savelu Sibiryakoff^ maker.*' 
After this, he showed them a hand-organ. Noz- 
dreff immediately ground out something for them. 
The hand-organ played not unpleasantly; but in the 
middle of the tune, some catastrophe seemed to have 
taken place, for a mazurka ended in the song, " Mal- 
brook s'en va t*en guerre," while "Malbrook s'en va 
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t'en guerre ' ' unexpectedly turned into a well-known waltz 
of ancient date. Long after Nozdreff had ceased to turn 
the crank, one pipe in the organ, a very audacious one, 
would not quiet down, but went on whistling. Then he 
exhibited his pipes of wood, clay, meerschaum, colored 
and uncolored, enveloped in chamois-skin, and unen- 
veloped ; a tchibouk with an amber mouthpiece, which 
he had won at play not long before ; a tobacco-pouch, 
embroidered by some countess or other, who had fallen 
head over ears in love with him, at some posting-sta- 
tion, whose little hands, as he expressed it, were the 
most subtle superflu^ — a word by which he probably 
intended to designate the highest pitch of perfection. 
After having nibbled a little smoked sturgeon, they 
seated themselves at table about five o'clock. It was 
evident that dinner did not constitute with Nozdreff the 
principal feature in life ; the dishes did not play a very 
great rdle in it : part of the food was burned to a crisp, 
part was not cooked at all. It was plain that the cook 
was guided chiefly by some sort of inspiration, and 
dashed in the first thing which came to hand : if the 
pepper stood near him, he sprinkled in pepper ; if cab- 
bage came in his way, he used cabbage ; stuffed in milk, 
ham, pease, in short, slap-dash ; so long as it was hot, 
some flavor would surely be the result. Nozdreff di- 
rected attention to the wine : even before the soup 
was served, he poured out a big glass of port-wine for 
each of his guests, and another of Haut Sauterne ; for 
in the governments and provincial cities, there is no 
plain Sauterne. 

Then Nozdreff ordered a bottle of Madeira to be 
brought, *' and l>etter, no field-marshal ever drank." 
The Madeira actually scorched their mouths ; for the 
dealers, being well acquainted with the tastes of the 
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landed gentry, — who are fond of good Madeira, — had 
touched it up unmercifully with rum, and had some- 
times added nitro-muriatic acid, in the hope that Rus- 
eian Btoraaebs would bear it all. Then NozdreflP 
опк*гсч1 a ui^rtain special bottle to be brought, which 
he dL^L'iaied to be Burgundy and champagne at the 
same time. He filled both glasses with great diligence, 
right tiiul k*ft — Tchitchikoff *s and his brother-in-law's ; 
but Tf!ljitfhikofiP observed, by the way, that he did not 
ш\Л uHu:li to his own. This caused him to exercise 
eaution ; und the moment that Nozdreff began to talk, 
or to 1ЮЕ1Г out for his brother-in-law, he promptly 
emptied hss own glass on his plate. Before long, some 
chi^ny-luaudy was brought on, which had, so Nozdreff 
said, the exact flavor of cream, but in which, to 
Tehitehikoff's amazement, common brandy of full 
strength WHS perceptible. Next, they drank some sort 
of balsam, which bore a name that would be even dif- 
fieiilt \a) recall ; and the host himself gave it a different 
title when he mentioned it for the second time. 

The dinner had long been finished, and all the wines 
had been tiied, but the guests still lingered at the table. 
Teliitcliikoff was unwilling to approach Nozdreff on 
the matter of chief importance in the presence of the 
latler's bruther-in-law. However you put it, that 
fprother-in-lrLw remained a stranger, and^ the subject 
dLnnauiled solitude and a friendly discussion. How- 
ever, the 1 krother-in-law could hardly be a dangerous 
i^ersoii, for he appeared to be pretty thoroughly intoxi- 
cated ; аиЛ as he sat there at the table, he kept peck- 
ing at it wnh his nose every moment. Becoming con- 
scious that he was not in a very trustworthy state, he 
finally maile a suggestion to start for home, but in as 
languid and feeble a voice, as if, to use the Russian 
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expression, he were dragging the collar on to a horse 
with pincers. 

'* And ni, ni ! I won't let you go ! " said Nozdreff. 

" No, don't insult me, my friend : I really must 
go," said the brother-in-law. "You are insulting me 
deeply." 

'* Nonsense, nonsense ! we'll set up a bank this 
minute." 

" No ! set it up yourself, brother, but I can't ! My 
wife will be in a great rage, — she will indeed. I shall 
have to tell her all about the fair. I must, brother, I 
really must, give her that pleasure. No, don't detain 
me!" 

" Well ! let your wife go to ... a mighty impor- 
tant matter, in sooth, you make of it between you ! " 

*' No, brother : she is so worthy of esteem, and so 
true ! She renders me such services, that, will you be- 
lieve it? the tears come into my eyes. No, don't keep 
me : I go as an honest man ; and I give you my assur- 
ance of this, with a clear conscience." 

" Let him go: of what use is he?" said Tchitchi- 
koff softly to Nozdreff. 

"Weil, that's true," said Nozdreff. "I hate such 
slack-twisted people like death itself ! " and he added 
aloud, "Well, the Devil be with thee! go dally with 
your wife, /е^шА." ^ 

" No, brother, don't curse atme with/e^iwA;," retorted 
his brother-in-law. " I am indebted to her for my life. 
She really is so good and sweet, and she caresses me 
so ... it moves me to tears. If she asks me what 
I have seen at the fair, I shall have to tell her all 
about it . . . she really is so charming." 

^ An ineulting word when used towards a roan, derived from the letter 
B, which Is coDBidered an impolite letter by some. — Remark by Gogol. 
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'*Well, go and tell her a pack of nonsensical lies! 
There's your cap." 

" No, brother, it's not at all proper for you to ex- 
press yourself about her in that manner: it is the 
same thing as insulting me, I may say . . • she is so 
lovely." 

*' Well, then, take yourself off to her as quickly as 
possible." 

" Yes, brother, I will go : excuse me for not staying. 
I should be heartily glad to, but I cannot." His 
brother-in-law continued to repeat his excuses for a 
long time, without i^erceiving that he had already been 
seated for quite a while in his britchka, had long ago 
passed the gates, and that the open fields alone had 
been spread before him for some time. We may 
safely conclude that his wife did not learn many partic- 
ulars with regard to the fair. 

" What a fool ! " said Nozdreff, as he stood at the 
window, and watched the retreating carriage. *' How 
he does loiter along ! That little side-horse is not bad : 
I have long wanted to get my hands on him. But 
there's nothing to be done with him : he's a fetivk^ 
just simply a fetiuk! " 

After this, they went back to the room. Porfiriy 
brought in lights ; and Tchitchikoflf observed that his 
host held a pack of cards, which had mysteriously 
made their appearance in his hands. 

'* Well, my dear fellow ! " said Nozdreff, pressing 
the edges of the cards with his fingers, and bending 
them a little, so that the paper flew off of them. 
" Come ! just to pass the time, I'll hold a three-hun- 
dred-ruble bank." 

But Tchitchikoff pretended not to have heard this 
remark, and said, as though the matter had suddenly 
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recurred to his memory, '* Ah ! lest I should forget it, 
I have a favor to ask of you." 

"What is it?" 

'* First, give me your word that you will grant it." 

'* But what is the favor? " 

" Come, give me your word." 

"Very well." 

" Your word of honor? " 

" My word of honor." 

"Tlien, here is my request: You surely have many 
dead serfs who are not yet stricken out of the census ? " 

" Weil, yes. What of that? " 

" Make them over to me, to my name." 

" What do you want of them? " 

" Well, they are necessary to me." 

"But what for?" 

" Well, they are . . . that's my business : in short, 
I want them." 

"Come, you certainly have invented some scheme. 
What is it? Confess." 

"Invented what scheme? It's impossible to make 
any thing out of such nonsense." 

" But what can you do with them? " 

" Oh, what a curious fellow ! he wants to feel every 
thing with his hj?nd, and even to smell it ! " 

"But why won't you say what they are for? . . . 
Well, here, then, just so long as you won't tell, I won't 
doit." 

" But what good will it do you to know? Well, it's 
simply this, — the fancy struck me. . . . There, you 
see, now, that is not honorable on your part : you gave 
your word, and now you take it back." 

" Well, as you like ; but I won't do it until you tell 
me what you want them for." 
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"What can I say to him?" thought Tchitchikoff; 
aud, after a moment of reflection, he declared that he 
needed the dead souls in order to obtain weight in 
society ; that his landed property was not large, so that, 
until it was, he should like a few souls. 

"You lie, you lie! *' said Nozdreff, without permit- 
ting him to complete his sentence: "you are lying, 
my good fellow ! " 

Tchitchikoff himself perceived that his figment was 
not a very skilful one, and that his excuse was rather 
weak. " Well, then, I will tell you plainly," he said, 
recovering himself: "only please do not tell any one. 
I am thinking of marrying ; but you must know that 
the bride's father and mother are very ambitious peo- 
ple. It's a nice affair, truly ! I*m sorry I entered 
into it: they demand imperatively that the bride- 
groom shall own no less than three hundred souls ; and, 
as I have only one hundred and fifty peasants, it is not 
enough "... 

"Come, you're lying, lying!" shouted Nozdreff 
again. 

"Well, here, then," said Tchitchikoff, "I haven't 
lied by even so much as tliat ; " and with his thumb he 
pointed out the smallest joint on his little finger. 

"I'll stake my head that you are lying." 

" But this is an insult ! What am I, in fact? Why 
should it be regarded as a settled thing that I am 
lying?" 

" Come, now, I certainly know you : you are a great 
rascal — allow me to tell you so in a friendly way. If 
I were your superior officer, I would hang you on the 
first tree." 

Tchitchikoff took offence at such a remark. Every 
expression which was in any wise coarse or offensive 
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to decorum was disagreeable to him. He did not even 
like to allow himself to be treated with familiarity 
under any circumstances, unless in the case of a very 
exalted personage indeed. Therefore he was now 
thoroughly ofiPended. 

" Td hang you, by Heavens I would ! " repeated 
Nozdreff. " I say this to you frankly, not for the 
purpose of insulting you, but simply as a friend." 

*' There are limits to every thing," said Tchitchi- 
koff, with a sense of dignity. " If you wish to parade 
such speeches, take yourself off to the barracks." 
And then he added, " If you will not give them to me, 
then sell them to me." 

" Sell them ! But I know you, and you are a scamp, 
and you will not give much for them ! " 

'* Eh ! but you are very fine too ! Look here ! what 
are they to you, — diamonds ? " 

" Well, they are. I knew you long ago." 

" As you please. What Jewish instincts you have, 
my dear fellow ! you ought simply to give them to 
me." 

" Come, now, just to prove that I am not a niggard, 
I won4 take any thing for them. Buy my stallion, and 
I will give them to you as a bonus." 

" But, pray, what do I want of your stallion? " said 
Tchitchikoff, who was really astounded by such a prop- 
osition. 

*'What? why, I paid ten thousand for him, and I 
will sell him to you for four." 

"But of what use is a stallion to me? I do not 
keep a stud." 

" But listen, — you don't understand. I shall only 
take three thousand from you now, and the other 
thousand you can pay hereafter." 
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*'But I have no use for the stallion, God be with 
him!'' 

" Come, buy my chestnut mare." 

*'I don't need the mare either." 

" I will only ask you two thousand for the mare and 
the gray horse which you saw in my stable." 

'* But I don't want the horseff." 

" You can sell them : you will get twice as much for 
them at the nearest fair." 

" So much the more reason why you should sell them 
yourself, if you are sure you will gain twice as much." 

"I know I should gain it, but I want you to have 
some profit." 

Tchitchikoff returned thanks for his friendly inten- 
tions, and flatly declined both the gray horse and the 
chestnut mare. 

'* Well, then, buy a dog. I'll sell you such a couple, 
that the cold chills will simply run over your skin ! 
brudastayas ^ with whiskers ; their hair stands up like 
bristles ; the curve of their sides is something incon- 
ceivable ; their paws are like balls ; they don't catch on 
the ground." 

"And what have I to do with dogs? I am not a 
sportsman." 

*'But I want you to have some dogs. Listen: if 
you won't take a dog, buy ray hand-organ. It's a won- 
derful hand-organ ! As I am an honest man, it cost 
me fifteen hundred rubles. I will let you have it for 
nine hundred." 

" And why should I have a hand-organ? I am not 
a German, that I should drag it along the road, and 
beg for money." 

"But this is not the sort of hand-organ which Ger- 

1 A very ugly sort of hunting-dog: 
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mans use. It's an organ ; examine it closely ; it's all 
of mahogany. Here, I'll show it to you once more." 
Here Nozdrejff, seizing Tchitchikoff by the hand, began 
to drag him into another room ; and brace his feet 
against the floor as the latter would, and protest as he 
would that he already knew all about the hand-organ, 
he was forced to listen once more to the manner in 
which Malbrook went to the war. 

*' If you will not give money, then this is what I will 
do : listen ! I will let you have the hand-organ and all 
the dead souls^ I have, and you shall give me your 
britchka, and three hundred rubles bonus." 

" Come, that's an idea ! and what am I to travel in 
then?" 

" I will give you another britchka. Come, lot's go 
to the carriage-house, and I will show it to you. All 
you need do is to paint it over, and it will be a wonder 
of a britchka." 

" Eh ! an uneasy devil has deprived him of his 
senses!" said Tchitchikoff to himself; and he re- 
solved, at any cost, to get rid of all britchkas, hand- 
organs, and of all possible dogs, in spite of their 
cask-shaped ribs, inconceivable by the mind, and their 
balled paws. 

'* Then, it's to be the britchka, the hand-organ, and 
the dead souls, all together." 

*' I won't have them ! " said Tchitchikoff once more. 

''Why won't you?" 

*' Simply because I won't, and that's enough." 

" Well, what a fellow you are, to be sure ! I see 
that it is impossible to get on with you as befits good 
friends and comrades, . . . and that's a fact! . . . 
It is evident at once that you are a two-faced man." 

"So I'm a fool, am I? Judge for yourself: why 
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should I acquire a thing which is absolutely useless to 
me?" 

*' Well, please don't mention it. I know you very 
well now. A thorough knave, truly ! Now, listen : 
if you like, we'll have a faro bank. I will stake all the 
dead souls on one card and the hand-organ to boot." 

'* Well, to settle it by gambling, means to subject 
one's self to uncertainty," said Tchitchikoff; and 
meantime he cast a sideways glance at the cards which 
had been in Nozdreff's hands. The whole appearance 
of the pack struck him as very much like that of pre- 
pared cards, and even the gilding on the edges seemed 
suspicious. 

'* Why to uncertainty?" said Nozdreff. "There's 
no uncertainty : if only luck is on your side, you can 
win a devil of a lot ! There it is ! Eh, what luck ! " 
he said, beginning to deal for the sake of arousing his 
guest's appetite : *' what luck, what luck! here: there 
it strikes. Here's that confounded nine-spot that I 
staked every thing on ! I felt that it would give me 
over to the Evil One ; and I shut my eyes, and said to 
myself, ' Devil take you, betray me, you cursed 
thing ! ' " 

As Nozdreff was saying this, Porfiriy brought in a 
bottle. But Tchitchikoff positively declined to play 
or to drink. 

*' AVhy won't you play ? " asked Nozdreff. 

" AVell, because I am not so disposed. To tell the 
truth, I am not at all fond of gambling." 

'' Why not?" 

Tchitchikoff shrugged his shoulders, and said, " Be- 
cause I am not." 

" You're a fool ! " 

" What am I to do? God made me so." 
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"You're simply SLfetiuTc! I used to think you a 
decent sort of a man, but you don't understand good 
manners at all. It's impossible to talk with you as with 
a close friend : there's no uprightness nor sincerity 
about you! . . . you're a perfect Sobakevitch! just 
such another rascal ! " 

"Why are you berating me? Am I to blame be- 
cause I do not gamble ? Sell me your dead souls only, 
if you are enough of a man to tremble after all this 
nonsense." 

" May the bald devil get you ! I did mean to give 
them to you for nothing, but now you won't get them 
at all ! I wouldn't sell them if you were to give me 
three empires. Such a deceiver, such a detestable 
miser ! I will have nothing to do with you from this 
time forth. Go, Porfiriy, tell the stable-man not to 
give any oats to this man"'s horses : let them eat hay 
only." 

This last decree, Tchitchikoff was not in the least 
prepared for. 

"It would have been better if you had never pre- 
sented yourself before my eyes at all ! " said Nozdreff . 

Notwithstanding this quarrel, the host and his guest 
supped together ; although, on this occasion, no wines 
with seductive names appeared upon the table. One 
bottle of Cypress reared its solitary head : it was of 
the sort known as sour {klslyatina) in every respect. 
After supper, Nozdreff told Tchitchikoff, as he con- 
ducted him to an adjoining chamber, where a bed was 
prepared for him, "Here's your bed. I don't want 
to wish you a good-night." 

Tchitchikoff remained in the most unpleasant frame 
of mind after Nozdreff s departure. He was inwardly 
vexed with himself, and reproached himself with hav- 
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ing come to this house, and so wasted time; but he 
reproached himself still more for his indiscretion in 
discussing a business matter with Nozdreff, for be- 
having indiscreetly, like a child, like a fool, for the 
matter was not at all of a sort which would bear being 
intrusted to Nozdreff. 

'' Nozdreff is a worthless fellow, who may lie, embel- 
lish, is capable of setting afloat the deuce knows what : 
some scandal will be sure to arise. ... It was not well, 
not well at all ! I am a perfect fool ! " he said to him- 
self. He slept very badly that night. Certain small but 
л'^егу dauntless insects bit him in an intolerably painful 
manner, so that, when he had scratched a whole handful 
from the poisoned spot, he exclaimed, "I wish the 
Devil had taken you and Nozdreff! " He woke early 
in the morning. His first act, after putting on his 
dressing-gown and boots, was to cross the yard to the 
stable, and order Selifan to harness up the britchka 
that very moment. As he was returning through the 
yard, he encountered Nozdreff, who was also in his 
dressing-gown, and had a pipe between his lips. 

Nozdreff greeted him in friendly wise, and inquired 
how he had slept. 

" So-so,'* replied Tchitchikoff very dryly. 

"And I, my dear fellow," said Nozdreff, "had the 
horrors so all night, that it's terrible to speak of it ; 
and after last night, it's exactly as if a squadron had 
bivouacked in m}^ mouth. Fancy, I dreamed that I 
was being flogored, ha, ha! And by whom do you 
suppose? You'll never guess, — by staff-captain Potz- 
yelueff and Kuvshinnikoff." 

" Yes," said Tchitchikoff to himself : " it would bie a 
good thing if they would give you a sound drubbing in 
real life." 
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" By Heavens ! it was extremely painful ! I woke 
up, and, Devil take it ! there actually was something 
scratching me : in fact, it was those witches of fleas. 
Now, go and dress yourself: I will join you imme- 
diately. I have only to give that rascally steward a 
good cursing." 

Tchitchikoff went to his room to wash and dress. 
When he emerged into the dining-room after perform- 
ing these operations, the tea-things and a bottle of rum 
were already standing on the table. There were traces 
of their dinner and supper of the preceding day 
about the room. The broom did not appear to have 
been applied at all. The floor was strewn with bread- 
crusts, and tobacco-ashes were even visible on the 
table-cloth. The host himself, who entered without 
delay, had nothing on beneath his dressing-gown ex- 
cept his open breast, upon which grew a beard. As he 
held his tchibouk in his hand, and sipped from his cup, 
he was a very fine sight for a painter, which gentry are 
not fond of gentlemen whose hair is too well brushed 
and curled, like barbers' signboards, or who are closely 
trimmed. 

" Well, what do you think about it? " said Nozdreff, 
after a brief silence : " don't you want to play for the 
souls?" 

" I have already told you, my dear fellow, that I do 
not play: I will purchase them, if you like." 

"I won't sell: that would not be behaving in a 
friendly manner. I won't take chaff for the deuce 
knows what. At play, it's another matter. Let's cut 
the cards, at least." 

" I have already said no." 

"And you won't change your mind?" 

'Ч will not." 
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" Then listen : let us play at checkers ; if you ypin, 
all are yours. For I have a great many who must be 
crossed out of the census list. Hey, there, Porfiriy, 
fetch the checker- board here ! " 

'* It is useless labor : I will not play." 

"But this is not gambling; there can be neither 
luck nor falsifying here ; it's all skill. I even warn 
you in advance, that I do not know how to play 
at all : perhaps you will allow me something to start 
with.'' 

" I'll try it ! " said Tchitchikoff to himself. " I'll, 
play at checkers with him. I used to play rather well 
at checkers, and it will be difficult for him to indulge 
in any of his tricks here." 

" So be it : if you like, I will play at checkers." 

'* The souls stand for one hundred rubles." 

'4Vliy so? it is enough if they are reckoned at 
fifty." 

^^ No : what sort of a stake is fifty rubles? It will 
Ы Ini'tk^r for me to include in that sum some medium- 
class dog, or a gold watch-seal." 

'' Woll, as you like," said Tchitchikoff. 

*4Tow many points will you give me?" said 

^' What is that for? None, of course." 

*^ Let me, at least, have two moves." 

'^ I will not : I am a bad player myself." 

'^ We know what a bad player you are," said Noz- 

dreff, pushing forward a checker. 

" It IB a very long time since I have had a checker 

In my hands," said Tchitchikoff, also making a 

move. 

*'We know you, and just how badly you play," 

&aid Nozdreff, moving forward a checker. 
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" It is a very long time since I have had a checker 
in my hand," said Tchitchikoff, making a move. 

*' We know you, and what a bad player you are," 
said Nozdreff, moving forward a checker, and at the 
same time moving another with the edge of his 
sleeve. 

" It is a very long time since I have had a checker 
in my hand. . . . Eh, eh ! what*s this, my good fel- 
low? put that back!" said Tchitchikoff. 

''What?" 

" That checker," said Tchitchikoff ; and at the same 
instant he caught sight of another almost under his 
very nose, which seemed to have become a king. 
Wiiere it had come from, God only knows. "No," 
said Tchitchikoff, rising from the table, "there is 
absolutely no possibility of playing with you ! Things 
are not done so — three checkers at a time." 

"What do you mean by three? It was a mistake. 
One moл'ed without my knowing it : I'll take it back, 
if you like." 

" And the other — where did it come from? " 

"Which other?" 

" This one, that has become a king." 

" The idea ! as if you didn't recollect ! " 

" No, my good fellow : I counted all the moves, and 
I remember every thing; you put it there just now. 
Here is where it belongs." 

" What — where is the place? " said Nozdreff, red- 
dening. " I see, my dear fellow, that you are a 
romancer. ' ' 

"No, my good fellow: it seems that you are the 
romancer, but an unsuccessful one." 

" For whom do you take me? " said Nozdreff : " do 
you mean that I am cheating? " 
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** I do not take you for any thing, but I will never 
play again from this time forth." 

" No, you can't refuse," said Nozdreflf, becoming 
heated : '' the game is begun ! " 

" I have a right to refuse, since you do not play in 
a manner which is becoming to an honest man." 

" No, you lie ! you cannot say that ! " 

" No, my good fellow, you are lying yourself." 

'' I did not cheat, and you cannot refuse : you must 
finish the game." 

"You cannot make me do it," said Tchitchikoff 
coolly ; and, stepping up to the board, he tumbled the 
checkers together. 

Nozdreff fired up, and approached so near to Tchi- 
tchikoff, that the latter retreated a couple of paces. 

" I will force you to play ! It signifies nothing that 
you have mixed up the checkers. I remember all the 
moves. We will put them back just as they wei'C." 

" No, ray dear fellow : that matter is ended. I will 
not play with you." 

" 80 you won't play? " 

" You see yourself that it is impossible to play with 
you." 

" No, say plainly that you will not play," said Noz- 
dreff, stepping up closer to him. 

'Ч will not!" said Tchitchikoff, but raised both 
hands nearer his face in case of an emergency, for 
matters were i-eally coming to a crisis. This precau- 
tion was very well timed, for Nozdreff gave one sweep 
of his arm. . . . And it might very well have happened 
that one of our hero's fat and pleasant-looking cheeks 
should be covered with indelible dishonor; but, for- 
tunately, he parried the blow, seized Nozdreff by both 
his quarrelsome hands, and squeezed him powerfully. 
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*' Porfiriy ! Pavlushka ! '* shouted Nozdreff in a rage, 
and striving to free himself. 

On hearing these words, Tchitchikoff, in oi*der not 
to render the servants witnesses of the disgraceful 
scene, and conscious, at the same time, that it was 
useless to hold Nozdreff, released his hands. At the 
same moment Porfiriy, and with him Pavlushka, a 
robust young fellow, with whom it would have been 
veiy unprofitable to have an encounter, came in. 

"So you won't finish the game?" said Nozdreff. 
" Answer me plainly.'* 

"It is impossible to finish the game," said Tchi- 
tchikoff, and glanced through the window : he saw his 
britchka standing completely ready, and Selifan seemed 
to be merely waiting for a sign to drive up to the porch. 
But there was no possibility of getting out of the room : 
two stout peasant louts stood in the door. 

"So you won't finish the game?" relocated Noz- 
dreff, with a face burning as if on fire. 

" If you had played as befits an honest man, . . . 
but now I cannot." 

"Ah ! so you cannot, you rascal ! When you saw that 
you could not have it all your own way, then you could not. 
Thrash him! " he shrieked quite l^eside himself, turn- 
ing to Porfiriy and Pavlushka, and he himself grasped 
his cherry-wood tchibouk in his hand. Tchitchikoff 
turned as pale as a sheet. He tried to say something, 
but felt that his lips moved without producing a sound. 
"Thrash him!" screamed Nozdreff, rushing forward 
with his cherry-wood pipe-stem, all in a heat, covered 
with perspiration, as though he had attacked an im- 
pregnable fortress. " Thrash him ! " he yelled, in the 
same л'о1се with which some despairing lieutenant, at 
the moment of a grand assault, shouts to his company. 
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" Forward, children ! *' — a lieutenant whose headlong 
valor has already won him such renown, that orders have 
already been issued to hold him back by the arms at 
moments of hot engagement. But the lieutenant had 
already felt the reprehensible zeal ; evBi-y thing was whirl- 
ing in his head ; before him passed Suvarofif ; he is on his 
way to a great deed. " Forward, children ! " he shouts, 
in an outbui-st of enthusiasm, never heeding that he is 
ruining the well-matured plan of a general attack, that 
a million rifle-barrels are projecting from the embrasures 
of the unattainable walls of the fortress all enveloped 
in smoke, that his powerless company will fly into the 
air like down, and that the fatal ball is alrcAdy whis- 
tling which is preparing to close his shrieking throat. 
But, if Nozdreff imagined himself as a desperately 
enthusiastic lieutenant marching up to the fortress, the 
fortress upon which he was marching did not in the 
least resemble an impregnable one. On the contrary, 
the fortress experienced such terror that its soul con- 
cealed itself in its very heels. The chair with which 
he had contemplated defending himself had already 
been torn from his hands by the serfs ; ^ already, with 
half-shut eyes, and more dead than alive, he was pre- 
paring to take a taste of his host's Circassian tchibouk, 
and God knows what would have become of him ; but 
fate was graciously pleased to save his ribs, his shoul- 
ders, and all the well-nourished portions of our hero's 
butly. All of a sudden, and in the most unexpected 
nmimrr, as though fallen from the clouds, the quiv- 
ering jtijgle of bells became audible, and the rumble 
of the wheels of a telyega driving up to the porch 
rcsnumled distinctly, and the heavy snorting and op- 

^ Thci'fl \n an untranslatable play of words here; Kryepont^ a fortreee, 
belug «Hi iitfuiuet Kryepoatnuie liudi (literally, *'fortreee-meu"), eerfe. 
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pressed breathing of the heated horses of the troika, 
as it halted, reverberated in the very room. All invol- 
untarily glanced out of the window. Some one with a 
mustache, in a half-military surtout, descended from 
the telyega. After inquiring in the ante-room, he 
entered on the instant before Tchitchikoff had suc- 
ceeded in recovering from his alarm, and while the 
latter was still in the most pitiable situation in which 
mortal ever found himself. 

"Allow me to inquire which is Gospodin (Mr.) 
Nozdreff here,*' said the stranger, looking in some 
surprise at Nozdreff, who was standing, tchibouk in 
hand, and at Tchitchikoff, who had hardly begun to 
recover himself from his unpropitious attitude. 

"Allow me to inquire, first, to whom I have the 
honor of speaking," said Nozdreff, stepping up closer 
to him. 

" The captain-ispravnik." ^ 

" And what do you want? " 

" I have come to acquaint you with the announce- 
ment which has been communicated to me, that you 
will be under the charge of the court until such time as 
your case is decided." 

" What nonsense ! What case? " said Nozdreff. 

" You were mixed up in a scandalous history, con- 
nected with the administration of a personal insult, 
with rods, to land-owner Maximoff, while in a state of 
intoxication.*' 

"You lie! I never laid eyes on land-owner Max- 
imoff." 

"My dear sir, permit me to inform you that I am 
an officer : you can say that to your servant, but not to 
me." 

^ The head of the rural police. 
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Here Tehitehikoff, without waiting to hear what 
reply Nozdreff would make to this, snatched his hat in 
baste, and slipped past the back of the captain-isprav- 
nik, to the porch, seated himself in his britchka, and 
ordered Selifan to urge his horses to the full extent of 
theii* speed. 
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CHAPTER у. 

SOBAKEVrrCH. 

OUB hero, Selifan, and the troika flee with all speed, all equally discontented, 
for different reasons, with the redoubtable hospitality of Nozdreff. — 
Encounter with a spirited team of six horses drawing an elegant calash. 

— Terrible collision of the nine animals. — Many peasants run up : order 
is re-establlehed by half an hour's work. — The calash passes the britchka, 
and Tchilchikoff resumes hie route, quite relieved from his recent terror. 

— He indulges in some reflections of the most positive sort about the 
charming young girl who is being borne away by the calash, and whom 
he had contemplated with rapture. — Nevertheless, reason carries the day 
with him over the poetry of these angelic and fortuitous apparitions. — 
He perceives that he is on 8obakevitch's estate. — He arrives at the pro- 
prietor's house. — He is received by Sobakevltch, and presented to madame, 
a lady who reigns ae queen, and, for the most part, is as taciturn as a 
slave. — Tchitchikoff, with the view of keeping up the conversation in 
an inoffensive manner, attempts to praise his illustrious acquaintances 
in town. — No sooner does he mention them than they are torn to pieces 
by the man whose tongue is no less terrible than his feet. — They sit down 
to table : Bobakevitch, аргорон of the dishes which he is serving, paints 
a тегу disagreeable picture of other people's cookery. — At his house, it 
is true, every thing is abundant, and of the best quality. — He sells all his 
dead male serfs for two rubles and a half, after having demanded one 
hundred, then fifty, then thirty : and he proposes female souls; and, upon 
Tchitchikoff 's refusal, he says, ** Very good : one loves the pope, another 
the pope's wife." — The lands of Sobakebitch, the accommodating lout, 
border on those of a very wealthy man named Pliushkin, to whom Tchi- 
tchikoff goes, attracted by the evil which he has heard of the rich man. 
•^Eulogium of the Russian tongue. 

Nevertheless, our hero was thoroughly frightened. 
Although his britchka was rolling along at full speed, 
and Nozdreff's village had long since disappeared from 
his sight behind meadows, declivities, and hillocks, he 
still kept looking behind him with terror, as though in 
the expectation that a pursuing party would suddenly 
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make its appearance. He breathed with diffienlty ; and 
when he tried to lay his hand upon his heart, he found 
that it was beating like a woodcock in a cage. "Eh, 
what an experience he has given me I Only think of 
it ! " Then all sorts of forcible and unpleasant wishes 
were hea|>ed upon Nozdreff: some ugly words even 
occurred in the course of this. What could he do? 
He was a Russian, and in a rage. Moreover, it was 
by no means a matter for jest. *' Say what you will," 
he said to himself, "if that captain-ispravnik had 
not made haste, I might never have been permitted 
to look upon the light of God again. I should have 
disappeared like a bubble in water, without a trace, 
leaving no posterity, without having acquired for my 
future children either property or position or an hon- 
orable name." Our hero was very solicitous about 
his descendants. 

"That's a nasty gentleman," thought Selifan to 
himself. "I never saw such a gentleman before. 
That is to say, I'd like to spit on him for that ! It's 
well enough not to give a man any thing to eat, but 
you ought to feed a horse, for a horse loves oats ; 
that's his fodder ; what, for instance, victuals are for 
us, that oats is to him; it's his provisions." 

The hoi*ses, also, apparently, entertained an unfavor- 
able opinion of Nozdreff : not only the brown and the 
Assessor were discontented, but even the piebald was 
not in good spirits. Although the worst oats always 
fell to his share, and although Selifan never poured it 
into his manger without saying, " О you rascal ! " still, 
it was oats, and not plain hay ; he masticated it with 
satisfaction, and often thrust his long muzzle into his 
comrades' mangers to examine what sort of fodder 
they had, particularly jvhen Selifan was not in the 
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stable : but now, bay alone — that was not good. All 
were far from being content. 

But all these discontented individuals were speedily 
interrupted, in the midst of their outpourings, in a 
sudden and wholly unexpected manner. All, not ex- 
cluding the coachman, came to themselves, and remem- 
bered where they were, only when a calash drawn by six 
horses bore down upon them, and almost directly over- 
head there rang out the cry of the ladies who were 
seated in the calash, and the curses and threats of the 
strange coachman, "O you rascal! I shouted to you 
at the top of my voice, ' Turn to the right, you jack- 
a-nai)es ! ' are you drunk? " Selifan was conscious of 
his neglect of duty ; but as the Russian man does not 
like to acknowledge himself in the wrong before an- 
other, he immediately drew himself up, and said, '^ And 
what were you dashing along in that way for? Did 
you pawn your eyes in the wine-shop?" Then he 
began to back the britchka, in order, by this means, 
to free it from the other equipage, but in vain : every 
thing was entangled. The piebald nosed over curiously 
the new friends who were on each side of him. Mean- 
while the ladies in the calash looked on at all this with 
alarm depicted in their countenances. One was old, 
the other quite young, — a girl of sixteen, with her 
golden hair very artfully and prettily wound about her 
small head. The lovely oval of -her face was rounded 
like a fresh egg ; and like this also, when, fresh and 
newly laid, it is held against the light in the sun- 
browned hands of the housekeeper who is testing it, 
and admits through it the rays of the brilliant sun, it 
shone with a certain transparent whiteness. Her deli- 
cate ears also transmitted a warm, rosy light : in addi- 
tion to this, the terror expressed by her mouth, whose 
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lips still remained parted ; the tears in her eyes, — every 
thing about her was so charming that our hero gazed 
at her for several minutes without paying the slightest 
heed to the confusion which had arisen between the 
horses and coachmen. 

" Get out of the way, you Nizhegorod crow ! " 
shouted the strange coachman. Selifan drew back his 
reins, the strange coachman did the same, the horses 
retreated a little, and then again came into collision, 
and kicked over the traces. Негеи^юп the piebald 
horse was so delighted at the new acquaintanceship, 
that he absolutely refused to get out of the scrape into 
which the fates had unexpectedly thrown him ; and, 
laying his nose upon the neck of his new friend, he 
seemed to be whispering something into the latter's 
ear, — some horrible nonsense, probably, for the new- 
comer kept shaking his ears incessantly. 

However, some muzhiks from the village, which lay 
not far away, happily, finally assembled at the scene 
of disorder. As such a spectacle is nothing short of 
a boon to the muzhik, just as newspapers or a club are 
to a German, a throng of them was soon collected 
about the equipages, and only old women and little 
children were left in the village. The traces were 
unhitched ; a few blows upon the nose of the piebald 
horse made him spring back ; in a word, the teams 
were disentangled, and led apart. But whether it piXH 
ceeded from the vexation experienced by the newly 
arrived horses at being separated from their friends, 
or simply from obstinacy, whip them as the coachmen 
would, they would not stir, and stood stockstill, as 
though rooted to the spot. The sympathy of the 
peasants rose to an almost incredible pitch. Each one 
vied with his neighbor in offering advice. "Go, An- 
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driushka, lead the side-horse on the right, and let uncle 
Mityai mount the shaft-horse. Get on, uncle Mityai." 
Loug, gaunt Mityai, with the red beard, climbed upon 
the shaft-horse, and made himself like the village bell- 
tower, or, rather, like the well-sweep, with which water 
is drawn from the well. The coachman lashed his 
horses, but nothing came of it : uncle Mityai rendered 
no assistance. *'Stop, stop!" shouted the peasants. 
"Get on the side-horse, uncle Mityai, and let uncle 
Minyai mount the shaft-horse." Uncle Minyai, a 
broad-shouldered muzhik, with a beard as black as 
pitch, and a belly like the gigantic samovar in which 
sbiten^ is prepared for a whole frozen marketful of 
people, willingly mounted the shaft-horse, which almost 
fell to the earth beneath his weight. " Now matters 
will move," cried the peasants. "Warm him up, 
warm him up! Give it to that dun horse with the 
whip ! He has planted his legs obstinately apart, like 
a koramora." ^ 

But perceiving that matters did not move, and that 
the warming up did no good, uncle Mityai and uncle 
Minyai both mounted on the shaft-horse, and Andri- 
usiika got upon the side-horse. Finally the coachman, 
losing patience, drove off ^th uncle Mityai and uncle 
Minyai ; and he did well, for the steam was rising from 
the horses as though they had traversed a whole stage 
at full speed without drawing breath. He allowed 
tliem to rest for a moment, after which they started off 
of their own accord. During the whole of this opera- 
tion, Tchitchikoff had stared with great attention at 

* A beverage of honey, water, and laurel -leaves, or salvia, which is drunk 
in place of tea, enpedally by the lower claseea. 

* A large, long, languid gnat. Sometimes it files into a room, and alights 
on the wall : he may then be approached, and seized by the leg, in reply to 
which he merely plaute his i^s obstinately apart. 
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the young stranger. He made several attempts to ad- 
dress her, but for some reason he was unsuccessful. 
But, meanwhile, the ladies had departed ; the pretty 
head with its delicate features, and the slender form, 
had disappeared, somewhat like a vision ; and there re- 
mained — the road, the britchka, the troika of horses 
which are so well known to the reader, Selifan, Tehi- 
tchikoff, the flatness and emptiness of the surrounding 
fields. Everywhere, wherever it may be in life, whether 
amid the coai-sely poor, uncleanly, and indifferent lower 
classes, or among the monotonously cold and tiresomely 
clean upper ranks, — everywhere, at least once, man 
encounters in his path some apparition which is unlike 
any thing which it has been his lot to behold hitherto, 
which, at least once, awakens in him emotions which it 
has not been his lot to feel all through his life. Every- 
where, athwart whatever sorrows, of those from which 
our life is woven, a glittering joy flits by, as at times 
a glittering equipage with gilded trappings, with pic- 
turesque horses and sparkling gleam of glass, drives 
all at once and unexpectedly past some wretched and 
overgrown little village, which has never beheld any 
thing but a country tely^ga; and the muzhiks stand 
for a long time, with gaping mouths, and without 
putting on their caps, although the wondrous equipage 
has long since rolled on, and disappeared from sight. 
Thus has the little blonde, suddenly, and in a per- 
fectedly unexpected manner, made her appearance in 
our novel, and as suddenly disappeared. Had a youth 
of twenty chanced along at that moment instead of 
Tchitchikoff, — either a hussar, a student, or simply 
some young fellow just beginning life, — good Hea>'ens ! 
what might not have awakened, moved, spoken in him ! 
He would have stood for a long time motionless, in one 
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spot, with his eyes fixed stapidly in the distance, for- 
getful of the road, and of all reproaches and reproofs 
which were awaiting him for his delay, forgetful of 
himself and his service, the world, and all there is in 
the world. 

But our hero was already middle-aged, and of a 
coldly cautious character. He also reflected and 
thouglit, but in a more decided way : his thoughts were 
not so rash, and were even, to some extent, well 
grounded. ''A magnificent little woman that!" said 
he, opening his snuff-box, and taking a pinch of snuff. 
'' But what, after all, is the principal thing about her 
which is pretty? This, that, as is quite evident, she 
has but just been released from some boarding-school, 
or from some institute ; that she has as yet, as they say, 
nothing womanly about her, — that is to say, nothing of 
that precise quality which is so displeasing to us. She 
is now like a child ; every thing about her is simple ; she 
says just what she thinks, she laughs when she wants 
to laugh. Any thing can be made out of her : she may 
turn out a marvel, and she may turn out a good-for- 
nothing, — and she will turn out a good-for-nothing ! 
Just let her mother and aunts take her in hand now. 
In one year they will fill her so full of all sorts of 
womanish folly, that her own father will not know her. 
From some source or other, she will obtain arrogance 
and affectation ; she will begin to wriggle about in 
accordance with the instructions which she has received ; 
she will begin to worry her brain about and meditate 
as to whom and how and how much it is necessary to 
talk, how and at whom she must look ; she will live in 
momentary terror of saying more than is necessary ; she 
will finally grow confused herself, and will end at last 
by making her whole life a lie ; and she will simply turn 
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out, the deuce only knows what ! " Here he paused for 
a space, and then added, '' But I feel curious to know 
to whom she belongs. What sort of a man is her 
father ? Is he a wealthy landed proprietor of respect- 
able morals, or simply a well-meaning man, with a cash 
property acquired in the service ? For, let us suppose 
that this girl will receive a dowry of two hundred thou- 
sand rubles, — she would be a very, very appetizing 
little morsel. It might constitute the fortune, so to 
speak, of a resi>ectable man." The snug little sum of 
two hundred thousand rubles began to depict itself in 
his mind in such fascinating colors, that he even began 
to be vexed with himself for not having inquired, of 
the out-rider or the coachman, during the bustle about 
the carriages, who the travellers were ; but the appear- 
ance of Sobakevitch's village speedily distracted his 
thoughts, and caused them to turn to the matter in hand. 
The village struck him as tolerably large ; to right 
and left of it, like two wings, one dark, the other 
light, stretched two forests, one of birch, the other of 
pine ; in the centre appeared a wooden house, which 
was built with a mezzonine story, with a red roof, and 
dark gray, or rather with unpaint^d, walls, — a house of 
the sort which is erected among us for military settle- 
ments and for German colonists. It was apparent, 
that, during its construction, the architect had had a 
constant struggle with the owner's taste. The archi- 
tect was a pedant, and desired symmetry : the owner 
wanted comfort ; and, as was evident, the latter had 
sacrificed all the corresponding windows upon one side, 
and had pierced one small opening in their stead, which 
was probably needed for some dark storeroom. And, 
strive as the architect would, the facade was by no 
means in the middle of the house, because the pro- 
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prietor gave orders that one column on one side 
should be omitted ; so that, instead of four columns as 
had been provided for, there were only three. The 
yard was surrounded by a strong and immoderately 
thick picket-fence. The owner seemed to take a great 
deal of pains in the matter of durability. Huge, un- 
trimmed beams, fitted to endure for centuries, had been 
employed for the stables, the carriage-house, and the 
kitchen. The muzhiks* huts in the village were also 
wonderfully put together of beams : there were no 
brick walls, carved patterns, and other devices, but 
every thing was fitted together solidly, and in proper 
shape. Even the well was surrounded by a stout oaken 
enclosure, such as is suited only to mills and to ships. 
In short, every thing at which he gazed was substantial, 
firm, and clumsy in its awkwardness. 

As Tchitchikoff drove up to the porch, he caught 
sight of two faces, which looked out of one of the win- 
dows at almost the same moment, — the face of a woman 
in a cap, as long and narrow as a cucumber, and the 
face of a man, as round and broad as the Moldavian 
pumpkins called calabashes, from which, in Russia, 6a- 
lalaikaa are made, — the light, two-stringed balalaikas, 
the ornament and solace of the susceptible youth of 
twenty, who walks blinking along in his dandified way, 
winking at the white-bosomed, white-necked maidens 
who have assembled to listen to his soft-stringed play- 
ing. After taking a peep, both faces disappeared at 
the same moment. A lackey in a gray jacket, with a 
blue standing collar, made his appearance upon the 
porch, and led Tchitchikoff into the vestibule, where 
the master of the house himself came to meet him. On 
catching sight of his guest, the latter said abruptly, " I 
beg you,*' and led him into the interior of the dwelling. 
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AVhen Tchitchikoff glanced askance at Sobakevitch, 
it struck him tliat tiie latter looked very much like a 
medium-sized bear. To complete this resemblance, 
his coat was exactly the color of a bear's fur; his 
sleeves were long, his trousers were long ; he walked 
flat-footed, and both awry and askew, and trod con- 
stantly upon the feet of other people. The color of his 
face was wai*m and glowing, like that of a five-kopek 
piece. It is well known, that there are many such 
faces in the world, over whose formation Nature did 
not pause long in thought, nor employ any delicate in- 
struments, such as files, gimlets, and so forth, but 
simply hewed them out at full sweep of her arm : she 
grasi)ed her axe once — a nose made its appearance ; she 
grasped it a second time — the lips appeai^ed ; with a 
big auger she hollowed out the eyes ; and, without plan- 
ing it down, she loosed it in the world, saying, '^ Let it 
have life ! '* Just such a stout and wonderfully framed 
countenance did Sobakevitch possess ; he carried it 
rather down than up ; never moved his neck at all, and, 
in consequence of this lack of movement, rarely looked 
at the person to whom he was speaking, but always at 
the corner in which the stove stood, or at the door. 
Tchitchikoff took another stealthy glance at him as 
they passed through the dining-room — a bear ! a perfect 
bear ! And such a strange comparison was inevitable : 
he even bore the name of Mikhail ^ Semenovitch. Tchi- 
tchikoff, being aware of his habit of treading upon 
people's feet, moved his own with great caution, and al- 
lowed him to go first. The host himself appeared to be 
conscious of this fault of his, and immediately asked, 
'' Have I disturbed you? " But Tchitchikoff thanked 

1 Mikhail \й the Rueelan name for all bears, correepouding to " Bi uin." 
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him, and said that he had not suffered any incon- 
venience. 

When they entered the drawing-room, Sobakevitch 
pointed to an arm-chair, and said as before, *•• I beg 
you! '* As he seated himself, Tchitchikoff glanced at 
the walls, and at the pictures which were hanging on 
them. All the subjects of the pictures were young 
men, Greek military leaders, engraved at full length : 
Mavrocordato in red trousers and uniform coat, with 
8i)ectacles on his nose ; Miauli Kanari. All these he- 
roes had such thick hips and incredibly huge mustaches, 
•that it made the cold chills run over one's body to look 
at them. In the midst of the fat Greeks, no one knows 
how or why, hung Bagration, thin and haggard, with 
little standards and cannon below, and in the smallest 
of frames. Next came the Greek heroine Bobelina, 
one of whose feet seemed larger than the whole body 
of the elegant women who fill the drawing-rooms of 
the present day. The host, being himself a stout and 
healthy man, wished, apparently, that his room should 
be adorned by equally stout and healthy people. By 
the side of Bobelina, and in the window itself, hung a 
cage, from which peeped a dark-brown thrush with 
white spots, which also bore a striking resemblance to 
Sobakevitch. The host and his guest had not been 
silent for the space of two minutes, when the door of 
the drawing-room opened, and the hostess came in, — a 
tall lady in a cap with ribbons, which had been dyed 
with home-made dye. She entered in stately fashion, 
holding her head as erect as a palm-tree. 

''This is my Feodulia Ivanovna,*' said Sobakevitch. 
Tchitchikoff approached, and kissed the hand which she 
almost shoved against his lips, and this afforded him 
the opportunity of observing that the hand had been 
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IPti^iliml with the brine from cucumbers. " Let me pre- 

sent him to you, my love," continued Sobakevitch: 

" *' Pavel Ivanovitch Tchitchikoff ! I had the honor of 

making his acquaintance at the houses of the governor 

and the chief of police." 

Feodulia Ivanovna invited him to seat himself, also 
making use of the expression, '' I beg you ! " and mak- 
ing a movement with her head similar to those used by 
actresses when they are impersonating queens. Then 
she seated heraelf on the sofa, covered herself with her 
merino kerchief, and thereafter did not move so much 
as an eye or an eyebrow. 

Tchitchikoff again raised his eyes, and again beheld 
Kanari with his fat hips and interminable mustache, 
Bol>elina, and the thrush in the cage. 

For nearly five minutes they all remained silent : the 
only sound was that produced by the bill of the thrush 
against his wooden cage, as he picked up the grains of 
corn from its bottom. Tchitchikoff had already tnken 
another survey of the apartment, and every thing in it ; 
every thing was durable, and clumsy in the highest de- 
gree, and had a certain strange likeness to the master 
of the house : in one corner of ftie room stood a walnut- 
wood desk with a swell front, mounted on four ex- 
tremely awkward legs — a regular bear ; the table, the 
arm-chairs, the common chairs — all were of the heavi- 
est and most uncomfortable description ; in a word, 
every object, every chair, seemed to say, "And I also 
am Sobakevitch 1 " or, "And I also am very much like 
Sobakevitch!" 

" We were speaking of you at the president of the 
court's, at Ivan Grigorevitch's, on Friday evening last," 
said Tchitchikoff s\.t> last, perceiving that no one was 
disposed to begin the conversation. " We passed the 
time very pleasantly there." 
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" Yes : I was not at the president's on that occa- 
sion,*' replied Sobakevitch. 

'* He is a very fine man." 

''Wlio?" asked Sobakevitch, looking at the corner 
where the stove stood. 

*' The president of the court." 

" Well, perhaps he strikes you in that way : he has 
just become a Mason, and such a fool the world has 
never produced." 

Tchitchikoff was rather taken aback at tliis some- 
what sharp characterization ; but recovering himself, he 
went on, ''Of course, no man is exempt from weak- 
nesses ; but the governor — what a fine man he is ! " 

" The governor a very fine man? " 

*'Yes: is he not?" 

*' He's the greatest robber in the world ! " 

" What ! the governor a robber? " said Tchitchikoff, 
and could not in the least understand how the governor 
canift to be numbered among the robbers. '* I must 
confess that I never should have thought of such a 
thing," he continued. "Permit me to remark, how- 
ever, that his behavior does not correspond with any 
thing of the sort : on the contrary, there is even a good 
deal of softness about' him." Here he drew out, as a 
proof, the purse which the latter had embroidered with 
his own hands, and spoke in terms of praise with re- 
gard to the suave expression of his countenance. 

" His face, too, is that of a highwayman," said So- 
bakevitch. " Only give him a knife, and let him loose 
on the highway, and he'll cut your throat for a kopek, 
that he will ! He and the vice-governor, too — they're 
Gog and Magog ! ' ' 

"No, he's not on good terms with them," said 
Tchitchikoff to himself. " Shall I talk to him about 
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the chief of police? He seems to be a friend of his. 
However, tliat*8 nothing to me," said he. "I must 
acknowledge that the chief of police pleases me most 
of all. What a fine, oi^en, upright character! The 
simplicity of his heart is visible in his face." 

*' He's a rascal ! " said Sobakevitch with the great- 
est coolness. ^^• He betrays, he deceives us, and yet he 
dines with us ! I know them all, and they are all ras- 
cals ; the whole town is just the same ; scoundrel sits 
by scoundrel, and rails against scoundrel. They are 
all betrayei*8 of Christ. There's only one honest man 
there — the procurator ; and he's a pig, if the truth 
must be told ! " 

After these laudatory, though brief, biogi-aphies, 
Tchitchikoff perceived that there was no use in men- 
tioning the other officials ; and he recalled the fact that 
Sobakevitch was not fond of speaking well of any one. 

" Well, my love, shall we have some dinner? " said 
his wife to Sobakevitch. 

''I beg you!" said Sobakevitch, Thereuix)n ap- 
proaching the table, where the zakuska was laid out, 
the host and guest drank a glass of vodka apiece, as 
was fitting, taoted of the zakuska, as all people do in 
the towns and villages through all the length and 
breadth of Russia, of all the salted viands and other 
appetite-awakening dishes, and then they all went to 
the tlitiing-room : before them, like a smoothly swim- 
niiDET goose, went the hostess. 

The small table was set for four. At the fourth 
pirice there speedily appeared — it is difficult to say 
[HVt iaul}^ what ; whether a lady or a girl, a relative, a 
lu>ii3i.^keepor, or simply some one who was living in the 
huiift{\ — at all events, a something without a cap, about 
thirty years old, in a kerchief of motley lines. There 



SOBAKEVITCH, 135 

are individuals who exist in the world, not so much as 
objects, as in the character of extraneous drops or slюts 
on an object. They always sit in the same place, and 
hold their heads in one position ; you are almost on the 
point of mistaking them for articles of furniture, and 
you fancy that never a word has issued from their 
mouths since their birth ; but somewhere, in the 
maids' room or the storeroom, it appears simply that 
— oho ! 

"The cabbage soup is very good to-day, my soul,** 
said Sobakevitch, supping his soup, and pushing away 
from his plate a huge bit of nyani^ a viand which is 
served with cabbage soup, and which consists of sheep's 
stomach, half done buckwheat groats, brains and trot- 
ters. '' Such nyani," he said, turning to Tchitchikofif, 
" you cannot eat in town : the Devil knows what they 
give you there." 

'' But the governor's table was not bad," said Tchi- 
tchikoff. 

''And do you know what all that is made of? You 
wouldn't eat it if you did know." 

'Ч do not know how it is prepared, and I am no 
judge of that ; but the pork cutlets and the soft-boiled 
fish were excellent." 

*' So it seemed to you. But I know what they buy 
in the market. That rascal of a cook, who has taken 
lessons of a Frenchman, buys a cat, skins it, and serves 
it up on the table instead of a hare." 

"Faugh, what unpleasant things you say!" said 
Sobakevitch 's wife. 

"What of it, my love? That's the way they do 
things. I am not to blame if they do so and every 
one else. Every superfluous thing, which our Akulka 
throws away — if I may be allowed to mention it — 
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into the swill-tub, they put in their soup — yes, in their 
soup ! and there you have the truth ! ** 

'* You are always telling that sort of thing at the 
table,*' returned Sobakevitch's wife again. 

" What then, my soul ? " said Sobakeviteh : " if I did 
that myself . . . but I tell you to your face, that I won't 
eat filth. If you were to smother a frog in sugar, I 
wouldn't put him in my mouth, and I won't touch 
oysters either : I know what an oyster is like. Take 
some mutton," he continued, turning to Tchitchikoflf : 
"this is saddle of mutton with groats I It's none of 
those fricassees, such as are made in gentlemen's kitch- 
ens from sheep's flesh, which has been flung round in 
the market for four days! It is the German and 
French doctors who have invented all that. I'd like to 
hang them all for it ! They have invented dieting — 
which is curing by hunger. Because they have weak- 
boned German natures, they fancy that they can suit a 
Russian stomach ! No, all this is not the thing at all ; 
it's all freaks ; it's all " . . . Here Sobakevitch even 
nodded his head angrily. '* They are always talking 
about civilization, civilization ; and this civilization is 
. . . faugh! I wanted to use another word, but it 
would have been indecent at table. I don't have any 
thing of the sort in my house. When I have pork, 
send the whole pig to table ; when I have mutton, 
bring on the whole sheep ; or goose, let's have the 
whole goose! I'd rather have only two dishes, and 
eat as my fancy dictates." Sobakevitch confirmed 
tins with action: he piled half the saddle of mutton 
on ilia [jlate, ate all the meat, gnawed the bones, and 
sucked them to the very last one. 

'*Yes," thought Tchitchikoff, *4he man's lips do 
not belie him." 
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"I don't have things," said Sobakevitch, wiping his 
hands on his napkin, "I don't have things here, as a 
certain Pliushkin does at his house : he owns eight 
hundred souls, and he lives and dines worse than my 
shepherd." 

*' Who is this Pliushkin? " asked Tchitchikoff. 

" A scoundrel ! " replied Sobakevitch. *' He's such 
a miser as you can hardly conceive of. Prisoners live 
better in jail than he does : all his serfs have died, one 
after another, of hunger." 

" Really," interposed Tchitchikoff, with interest. 
*' And do you mean to say that his people actually die 
off in great numbers? " 

'* They die like flies." 

^^Like flies! Is it possible? But allow me to ask 
you, how far away from you does he live? " 

"Five versts." 

*' Five versts ! " exclaimed Tchitchikoff : and he was 
even conscious of a slightly accelerated action of the 
heart. " And when you emerge from your gates, is it 
towards the right, or the left? " 

*' I should advise you not to even know the road to 
that dog's ! " said Sobakevitch. ^ " It is more excus- 
able to go to some improper place than to his house." 

"No: I was not inquiring with any special object, 
. . . but merely because I take an interest in knowing 
about all sorts of places," replied Tchitchikoff. 

After the saddle of mutton came votriishJca^^ each 
one of which was bigger than a plate ; then a turkey, 
as large as a calf, stuffed with all soils of good things, 
— eggs, rice, liver, and Heaven knows what all, which 
was all placed in a ball within the body. This ended 

1 Sobakevitch'e own name ie a derivative of SobakOt a dog. 
* Pancakes with curde. 
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the dinner : but when they rose from the table, Tchi- 
tchikoff felt that he weighed a whole pood ^ more than 
usual. They went into the drawing-room, where a dish 
of preserves was already awaiting them, — neither peara 
nor plums, nor any special sort of berries, — and which, 
by the way, neither host nor guest touched. The 
hostess went out in order to heap up other little dishes. 
Taking advantage of her absence, Tchitchikofif turned 
to Sobakevitch, who was leaning back in an arm-chair, 
and only capable of grunting after such a full meal, and 
emitting from his mouth certain unintelligible sounds, 
as he crossed it and covered it with his hand every 
moment. Tchitchikofif turned to him with these words : 
' ' I should like to speak with you on a matter of business. * ' 

"Here are some more preserves," said the hostess, 
returning with a small plate : " it's a rare sort, with 
honey." 

" We'll attend to that later on," said Sobakevitch. 
" Go to your room now : Pavel Ivanovitch and I are 
going to take off our coats, and take a little repose." 

The hostess expressed a readiness to send for feather- 
beds and pillows ; but the host said, " We want noth- 
ing : we will rest in the arm-chairs ; " and the hostess 
withdrew. 

Sobakevitch bent his head slightly, as a preparation 
for hearing what the business might be. 

Tchitchikoff began in a very distant way, touched on 
the Russian Empire in general, and expressed himself 
in very laudatory terms with regard to its extent, said 
that even the ancient Roman Empire was not so great, 
and that strangers admired it with justice . . . (So- 
bakevitch listened to all this, and nodded) and that, in 
the existing position of this empire, which has no 

* Forty pounds. 
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equal in renown, souls which stand in the census lists, 
but which have completed their earthly career, are, 
nevertheless, still reckoned, until the preparation of a 
new report, on a level with the living, although, as an 
offset to this, the newly born are not entered on the 
register of serfs, in order that, by this means, tlie 
courts may not be burdened with a multitude of petty 
and immaterial corrections, and that the intricate 
mechanism of government, already sufficiently com- 
plicated, may not be rendered still more so ; . . . 
(Sobakevitch listened to it all, and nodded) and that, 
nevertheless, with all the justice of these measures, 
they remained somewhat burdensome for some pro- 
prietoi*s, since it entailed upon them the necessity of 
paying taxes, as though for a live subject ; and that he, 
feeling a pei-sonal regard towards him (Sobakevitch), 
was even prepared to assume a portion of this really 
heavy obligation. With regard to the principal point, 
Tchitchikoff expressed himself very cautiously: he 
made no mention whatever of them as dead souls, but 
merely as non-existent individuals. 

Sobakevitch listened to it all, as before, with bent 
head; though something approaching an expression 
did make its appearance и^юп his countenance. It 
seemed as though there were no soul at all in his 
body, or that there was one belonging to it, but not in 
the place where it should have been ; and, as in the 
case of Koshtchei the Deathless,* it was somewhere 
beyond the mountains, and enveloi^ed in a thick shell ; 
— that all which was rumbling about in its depths, pro- 
duced absolutely no ripple on the surface. 

"Well?" said Tchitchikoff, awaiting a reply not 
without some emotion. 

1 A character in RuesiaQ folk-lore. 
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"You want some dead souls?" inquired Sobake- 
viteh very simply, without the slightest surprise, and 
as if the question turned on grain. 

" Yes," replied Tchitchikoff, and again softened the 
expression by adding, '* non-existent iHjrsons.*' 

" They can be found : why not? " said Sobakevitch. 

*' But if they are found, then, no doubt, you . . . 
would be glad to get rid of them? " 

" I am ready to sell them, if you like," said Sobake- 
vitch, raising his head a little, and recognizing the fact 
that the purchaser must find some pi4>fit in them, in all 
probability. 

'* Deuce take it ! " said Tchitchikoff to himself : '* this 
fellow sells before I have even given a hint." And he 
remarked aloud, "And, at what price, for instance? 
though, to be sure, for such wares, any discussion of 
price is rather strange." . . . 

" So that I may not demand too much of you, — a 
hundred rubles a head," said Sobakevitch. 

"A hundred!" exclaimed TchitchikoflP, dropping 
his jaw, and staring at him with all his eyes, not know- 
ing whether he had heard correctly, or whether Sobake- 
vitch's tongue, which was heavy by nature, had not 
turned over, and let slip one word instead of another. 

"Why? is that too high for you ?" ejaculated So- 
bakevitch, and added, " and what would be your 
price? " 

" My price ! We have probably made some mistake, 
or else we do not understand each other, and have for- 
gotten the point of this business. On my part, I place 
my hand on my heart, and suggest that eighty kopeks 
apiece is a very handsome sum." 

" The idea ! eighty kopeks ! " 

" What? lu my judgment, it is impossible to offer 
more." 
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*' But I am not selling bast shoes." 

*' Nevertheless, you must acknowledge yourself, that 
you are not selling men, either." 

*' And so you think that you have found a fool, who 
will sell you a revision soul at eighty kopeks? " 

'* But permit me : but why do you call them revision 
souls ? Surely, those serfs died long ago, and all that 
remains of them is a sound, which is imperceptible to the 
senses. However, not to enter into further discussion 
on this point, I will give you a ruble and a half, if you 
like, but more I cannot give." 

'* You ought to be ashamed to mention such a sum ! 
You are haggling : state a real price." 

" I cannot, Mikhail Semenovitch, believe me ; on my 
conscience, I cannot : what cannot be done, cannot be," 
said Tchitchikoff ; but he added another half-ruble. 

**Now, why are you so niggardly?" said Sobake- 
vitch : ' ' really, it is not dear ! Some other scoundrel 
will deceive you, and sell you rubbish, and not souls ; 
but mine are sound as nuts, picked articles : there's no 
artisan like a healthy muzhik. Just consider the matter : 
here's Mikhyeeff, the carriage-builder ! why, no better 
equipages are made, than those he builds with springs. 
And it's not like Moscow work, made to last only one 
hour; such durability! . . . and he upholsters them, 
and varnishes them ! " 

Tchitchikoff opened his mouth to remark that Mi- 
khyeeff had left the world a long while ago : but So- 
bakevitch had warmed up to his subject, as the saying 
runs ; hence his words gained speed and force. 

"And Probka Stepan, the carpenter! I'll wager 
my head that you won't find another such muzhik any- 
where. What a stout fellow he was, to he sure ! God 
knows what they would have given to have him serve 
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-in the Guards : he was three arshins and a vershok in 
height/' 1 

Again Tehitchikoff felt inclined to remark that the 
Cork had not been in the world this long time : but So- 
bakevitch had evidently got well started ; such floods 
of speech poured out, that it was only necessary to 
listen. 

"Milushkin, the brickmaker! he could set up an 
oven in any house whatever. Maksim Telyatnikoff , the 
cobbler : what he pricked with his awl became a boot 
at once ; and as for the boots, I thank you, they would 
have gone into the mouth of a drunken man. And 
Yeremei Sorokoplekhin ! now, that muzhik can stand 
for all : he traded in Moscow ; he alone paid obrok ^ 
to the amount of five hundred rubles. What a set of 
people, to be sure ! It*s not at all the sort of wares 
that some Pliushkin or other would sell you.*' 

*'But permit me," said Tehitchikoff at last, as- 
tounded by such a copious flood of speech, to which 
there was apparently no end, *' why do you enumer- 
ate all their qualities?' Surely, that does not con- 
cern us now, in the least, since all these people are 
dead. A dead body ia good only to jyrop up the fence ^ 
says the proverb." 

"Yes, certainly, they are dead," said Sobakevitch, 
as though considering the subject, and recalling the 
fact that they really were defunct ; and then he added, 
" Л¥е11, what's the use of talking about these men who 
are still reckoned as alive ? What sort of men are they? 
flies, and not men at all ! " 



1 An arshin is 28 inchee ; я verahok ie Ц inch : consequently Probka 
(cork) Stepan was 7 feet 1.^ inch high. 

* Ohrok, a tax which was paid, instead of personal labor on the estate, by 
serfs who were allowed to exercise their calliugs in the towns. 
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" Bat they do still exist, and these are merely vision- 
ary.'* 

" Well, no, they are not visionary ! I tell you that 
you will not find any such men as Mikhyeeff : such a ma- 
chinist as he was, will never set foot in this room. . . . 
No, that's no vision. And there was more strength in 
his big shoulders than in any horse. In what other 
place, I should like to know, can you find such a 
vision?" He had turned, and addressed these last 
words to the portraits of Bagration and Kolokotron, 
whioh were hanging on the wall, as generally happens 
with people who are conversing, when one of them, sud- 
denly, for some unknown reason, addresses himself, 
not to the pei-son to whom the words refer, but to some 
chance third party, who may even be a perfect stranger, 
from whom, as the speaker knows, he will hear neither 
answer, opinion, nor confirmation, but upon whom, 
nevertheless, he fixes his glance, as though challenging 
him to a duel ; and the stranger, who has been some- 
what confused at first, does not know whether he is to 
reply on a matter of which he has never heard before, 
or whether to stand still, and maintain a proper show of 
politeness, and then to take himself off. 

'*No, I cannot give more than two rubles," said 
Tchitchikoflf. 

"If you please, in order that you may not pretend 
that I am asking a high price, and will make you no 
concessions, I will say seventy-five rubles a soul : only, 
it must be in bank-notes, — only for the sake of our 
acquaintance, it is true ! " 

"Well, what does he think?" said Tchitchikoff to 
himself: " does he take me for a fool? " and then he 
added aloud, " Really, you surprise mo ; there seems 
to be some theatrical represcutation or comedy going 
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on between us: in any other case, I cannot under- 
stand. . . . You seem to be a tolerably sensible man. 
You have the marks of cultivation. Surely, these are 
simple wares — fu I fu ! What are they worth? What 
are they good for? " 

'* Well, but you are buying them: they must be of 
some use.*' 

Here Tchitchikoff bit his lips, and felt at a loss for an 
answer. He began to talk about some family affairs, 
but Sobakevitch replied simply, — 

" I do not require to know what your connections дге : 
I do not meddle in family matters, that is your affair. 
You need the souls, and I will sell them to you ; and 
you will regret not having bought them." 

'' Two rubles," said Tchitchikoff. 

'* Eh, really ! like Takov's magpie,^ who repeated the 
same thing on every occasion^ as the proverb says: 
if we settled on two, then you would not keep to the 
bargain. Give something like what they are worth." 

" Well, may the deuce take him ! " said Tchitchikoff 
to himself. " 1*11 add half a ruble, the dog, as a sop ! 
— I will add half a ruble, if you like." 

"Well, and, if you like, 1*11 speak my last word to 
you : fifty rubles. Truly, it's a loss to me, and you 
can't purchase such fine people anywhere so cheap ! " 

"What a hard-headed beast! " said Tchitchikoff to 
himself ; and then he continued aloud, with some vexa- 
tion, "Yes: what's the use of discussing it, after all? 
. . . Just as though it were a serious affair ! when I 
can get them elsewhere for nothing, too. So far, every 
one has gladly handed them over to me, simply for the 
sake of getting rid of them as speedily as possible. 
That man is a fool who holds on to them himself, and 
pays taxes on them ! " 
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'^But do you know that that sort of purchase — I 
say this strictly between ourselves, from friendship — 
is not always legal, and if I were to report it, or if any 
one else were to do so, the man concerned would 
never have any credit in the matter of contracts, or 
when he wished to enter into any profitable connec- 
tions?" 

'* So that's what you are aiming at, you sly scoun- 
drel ! ' ' thought Tchitchikoff , and immediately remarked 
with the most nonchalant air, "As you please. I am 
buying them, not from any necessity, as you imagine, 
but because my own views incline me to it. If you 
will not take two rubles and a half, then good-day to 
you!" 

*'You can't put him out: he won't give way," 
thought Sobakevitch. " Well, God be with you ! give 
me thirty, and take them. " 

** No ; I see that you do not wish to sell them : fare- 
well!" 

*' Permit me I permit me I " said Sobakevitch, with- 
out releasing his hand, and treading on his foot, for 
our hero had forgotten to guard himself ; as a punish- 
ment for which, he gave a hiss, and jumped upon the 
other foot. 

*' I beg your pardon ! I seem to have inconven- 
ienced you. Please to sit down here: I beg you!" 
Here he seated Tchitchikoff in the chair, rather skilfully 
than otherwise, like a bear who has been tamed, and 
knows how to twirl himself about, and to perform 
other tricks, such as, " Show us how women bathe, 
Misha!" or, "How do little children steal peas, 
Misha?" 

" Really, I am wasting time : I must make haste." 

"Sit still a little minute, and I will say a word, 
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presently, which will please you." Here Sobakevitch. 
moved nearer to him, and said softly in his ear, as 
though it were a secret, *' Will you give — a comer? " ^ 

'^That is to say, twenty-five rubles? Ni, ni, ni! 
I won't give even the quarter of a corner : I won't add 
a kopek more ! ' ' 

Sobakevitch said nothing : Tchitchikoff also held his 
peace. Bagration, with his aquiline nose, gazed down 
from the wall upon this barter, with great attention. 

'* What is your final price?" asked Sobakevitch at 
last. 

"Two and a half." 

" Really, a human soul is all the same to you as a 
boiled beet. Won't you give three rubles? " 

"I cannot." 

'* Well, there's nothing to be done with you : have it 
as you like. It's a loss to me, but I have a dog's 
nature : I cannot i-efrain from doing my neighbor a 
kindness. I suppose I shall have to prepare a deed 
of sale, that all may be according to the proper form? " 

*' Of course." 

" Well, then, here's another point : I shall have to 
go to town." 

Thus the transaction was completed. Both decided 
to visit the town on the following day, and arrange 
the deed of sale. Tchitchikoff requested a list of the 
peasants. Sobakevitch agreed readily, and imme- 
diately stepped to the desk, and began with his own 
hand to write them all down, not only by name, but 
with indications of their admirable qualities. 

And Tchitchikoff, being behind him, and having 
nothing to do, occupied himself with a survey of his 

'^ In card-playing, one-fourth of the stake, which is indicated by turning 
down the corner of the card. 
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very extensive frame. As he glanced at his back, 
which was as broad as that of a short Vyatka horse, ^ 
and his legs, which resembled the cast-iron posts which 
are set upon the sidewalks, he could not refrain from 
exclaiming inwardly, '' Eh, God has blessed you ! You 
are just what is meant when people say, ' It was clumsily 
cut, but stoutly sewed ! * . . . Were you born like a 
bear ? or have a lonely life, grain-sowing, and troubles 
with the i^easants, turned you into a bear, so that you 
have become what is designated as a close-fisted man ? 
But no : I think you must alwa^'s have been thus, and 
even if you had been fashionably reared, had been 
introduced into society, and had lived in Petersburg, 
and not in the wilds of the provinces, you would have 
been just the same. The only difference lies in this, 
that now you heap half a saddle of mutton, with groats, 
on your plate, after devouring votrushka^ and then you 
would have eaten some sort of cutlets and truffles. 
And now you have muzhiks in your power, — you get 
along with them, and do not injure them, — they are 
your own, and it would be the worse for you : in the 
other case, you would have had officials, whom you 
could have buffeted soundly, seeing that they were not 
your serfs, or you would have robbed the treasury. 
No : he who is a close-fisted man by nature, cannot be 
bent into a palm of the hand. But if you bend out 
one or two fingers of a close-fisted man, it will turn 
out the worse for you. If he has dabbled slightly in 
rudiments of some branch of science, he will there- 
after, when occupying a more exalted position, give all 
those who have really studied the sciences to understand 

1 These horsee are descended from Li viand ponies sent to Vyatka by Peter 
the Great. They are small, stout, spirited animals, and are generally of a 
yeliowiah chestnut color. 
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the extent of his learning ! Eh ! if only all close-fisted 
men" . . . 

"The list is ready," said Sobakeviteh, turning 
round. 

"Ready? Please bring it here." He ran it over 
with his eye, and was amazed by its accuracy and 
punctiliousness. Not only were the trades circumstan- 
tially described, the name, age, and condition of the 
family, but even the margins contained notes regarding 
their behavior and sobriety ; — in a word, it was a 
pleasure to look at it. 

" Now, please to give the earnest-money," said 
Sobakeviteh. 

" Why should you receive earnest-money? You will 
receive all the money at once, in town." 

" ЛУе11, you know that it is customary," returned 
Sobakeviteh. 

" I do not know how I can give it to you. I have 
brought no money with me. Yes, here are ten 
rubles." 

" Ten rubles, indeed I Give me fifty at least ! " 

Tchitchikoff undertook to deny that he had any 
money with him ; but Sobakeviteh asserted so posi- 
tively that he had, that he drew out another bank-note, 
saying, " Here are fifteen more, if you like, and that 
makes twenty-five. Only, please to give me a receipt." 

" What do you want of a receipt? " 

"It is always better to have a receipt, you know. 
Circumstances may change ... all sorts of things 
might happen." 

" Very good : give me the money." 

" But why the money? Here it is in my hand : just 
as soon as you write the receipt, that very moment you 
shall have it." 
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' ' But, pray, how am I to write a receipt ? I must 
see the money first." 

Tehitehikoff relinquished the notes in his hand to 
Sobakevitch, who, approaching the table, and covering 
them with the fingers of his left hand, with the other 
wrote down upon a scrap of paper, that he had received 
twenty-five rubles in imperial bank-notes, as earnest- 
money in full for serfs which he had sold. After 
writing the receipt, he looked over the notes again. 

'* The bills are rather old," he remarked, examining 
one of them against the light, " and somewhat torn : 
well, between friends, such things must not be con- 
sidered." 

'* Close-fisted, close-fisted!" said Tchitchikoff to 
himself, '' and a beast into the bargain ! " 

" You don't want female serfs, then? " 

"No, thank you." 

" I would sell them cheap. At a ruble apiece, for 
old acquaintance' sake." 

" No : I have no use for women." 

''Well, if you have no use for them, then it is use- 
less to talk about it. Taste knows no law. One loves 
the pope у and another the pope's wife^ says the ргол'егЬ." 

''I should like to request, too, that this transaction 
may remain a secret between us," said Tchitchikoff, as 
he took leave. 

" That is a matter of course. A third person has 
no business to interfere. What takes place in ^ honor 
between two intimate friends should be confided to 
their mutual friendship alone. Farewell ! I thank you 
for having visited me. I beg that you will not forget 
me in the future: if you have a little leisure hour, 
come and dine with me, and pass the time. Perhaps we 
may be able to render each other some further service." 



150 TCHITCHIKOFF'S JOURNEYS; OR, DEAD SOULS. 

" Yes, hardly likely ! " said Tehitchikoff to himself, 
as he seated himself in his britchka. '' That close- 
fisted devil has squeezed two rubles and a half out of 
me for each dead soul ! ** 

He was dissatisfied with Sobakevitch's conduct. 
However, at all events, he was a well-known man; 
they had met at the governor's and the chief of po- 
lice's ; but he had behaved like a perfect stranger, — 
he had taken money for rubbish. When the britchka 
drove out of tlie yard, Tchitchikoff glanced back, and 
perceived that Sobakevitch was still standing upon the 
porch, and was apparently peering after his guest to 
see whither he was going. 

" The sly villain, he's still standing there ! '* he mut- 
tered between his teeth ; and he oi-dered Selifan, after 
turning towards the peasants* huts, to drive off in such 
a manner that the equipage could not be seen from the 
manor-house. He wanted to go to Pliushkin's, whose 
people, according to Sobakevitch's words, died like 
flies ; but he did not wish Sobakevitch to know it. 
When the britchka reached the farther end of the vil- 
lage, he called to the first muzhik he met : the muzhik 
had picked up a veiy thick beam somewhere on the 
road, and was dragging it home to his hut on his shoul- 
der, like an indefatigable ant. 

" Iley, there, beard ! How do you get to Pliushkin's 
from here, so that you don't have to pass the manor- 
house? " 

This question seemed to perplex the muzhik. 

*' Don't you know? " 

" No, master, I don't know." 

"O you fool! and with gray hair too! don't you 
know the miser Pliushkin, the man who feeds his peo- 
ple so badly?" 
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"Ah! the patched, the patched!" exclaimed the 
muzhik. He added a substantive to the word patched^ 
and a very happily conceived one, but not of the sort 
which is current in society, and therefore we omit it. 
However, it may be guessed that it was very pointedly 
expressive ; for long after the muzhik had disappeared 
from sight, and when they had proceeded a long dis- 
tance, Tchitchikoff still laughed, as he sat in his 
britchka. The Russian people express themselves 
forcibly: and if they once bestow an epithet upon a 
person, it will descend to his race and posterity; he 
will bear it about with him, in service, in retreat, in 
Petersburg, and to the ends of the earth ; and use 
what cunning he will, ennoble his career as he will 
thereafter, nothing is of the slightest use ; that nick- 
name will caw of itself at the top of its crow's voice, 
and will show clearly whence the bird has flown. A 
pointed epithet once uttered is the same as though it 
were written down, and an axe will not cut it out. 

And how pointed is all that which has proceeded 
from the depths of Russia, where there are neither Ger- 
mans nor Finns, nor any other strange tribes, but 
where all is purely aboriginal, where the bold and 
lively Russian mind never dives into its pocket for a 
word, and never broods over it like a sitting-hen : it 
sticks the word on at one blow, like a passport, like 
your nose or lips on an eternal bearer, and never adds 
any thing afterwards ! You are sketched from head 
to foot in one stroke. 

Innumerable as is the multitude of churches, monas- 
teries with cupolas, towers, and crosses, which are 
scattered over holy, most pious Russia, the multitude 
of tribes, races, and peoples who throng and bustle 
and variegate the earth is just as innumerable. And 
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every people bearing within itself the pledge of strength, 
full of active qualities of soul, of its own sharply de- 
fined peculiarities, and other gifts of God, has charac- 
teristically distinguished itself by its own special word, 
by which, while expressing any object whatever, it 
also reflects in the expression its own share of its 
own distinctive character. The word Briton echoes 
with knowledge of the heart, and wise knowledge of 
life ; the word French, which is not of ancient date, 
glitters with a light foppery, and flits away; the 
sagely artistic word German ingeniously discovers its 
meaning, which is not attainable by every one; but 
there is no word which is so ready, so audacious, which 
is torn from beneath the heart itself, which is so burn- 
ing, so full of life, as the aptly applied Kussian word. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

PLIUSHKIN. 

TcHiTCHiKOFF enters on Pliuehkin'e property. — General aepeoi of misery, 
ruin, and deeolation. — This spectacle posseesee a beauty of its own. — 
Everywhere are visible the melancholy traces of the opulence of the 
former lords of the domain. — Buildings of the manor-house. — Two 
churches, one of wood, the other of stone, both equally gloomy and de- 
cayed, seem to stand there in order to mark the centre of this vast 
necropolis. — A telyega, loaded, and covered with mats, penetrates the 
court-yard of the domain.- An equivocal figure comes out to quarrel 
with the carter. — Pliushkin. — Our hero is introduced into the house. — 
A long and dramatic conversation. — Manners and character of Pliushkin. 
— Tchitchikoff purchases about two hundred souls, both dead and fugi- 
tive, and Joyously hastens back to town. — Return to the inn. — Petrush- 
ka pretends to have kept the room aired; no signs of it perceptible. — 
TcbitchlkofF enjoyc a perfect sleep : he has well deserved it by two days • 
of great and notable labor. 

Long ago, in the years of my youth, in the years of 
my childhood, which have passed never to return, I 
took delight in going for the first time to a strange 
place. It made no difference whether it was a little 
hamlet, a poor little provincial town, a village, or a 
faubourg, my curious, childish gaze discovered a great 
deal that was curious in it. Every building, every 
thing which bore upon it the stamp of any notable 
peculiarity, impressed me, and made me pause. Noth- 
ing escaped my fresh, minute observation, — whether 
the court-house was of stone, of the familiar style of 
architecture, with half the windows false, and reared 
its head in solitary state amid the cluster of one-story 
houses of planed boards, inhabited by ordinary citizens ; 
whether the cupola was round and symmetrical, and all 
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covered with sheets of tin, which had been erected on 
the new church, white-washed until it was like snow ; 
or the market, or the provincial dandy whom I chanced 
upon in the midst of the town. I thrust my nose out 
of the travelling telyega : I stared at the hitherto un- 
beheld cut of some surtout, at the nail-studded chests, 
sulphur which shone yellow in the distance, raisins and 
soap which peeped forth from the doors of the grocer'? 
shops, together with bottles of dried Moscow preserves. 
I gazed, too, at the passing officer of infantry, trans- 
ferred from God knows what government to provincial 
boredom, and at the merchant flashing by in his sib- 
irka,^ in his racing drozhky, and in thought I followed 
them in their poor, narrow life. If a district official 
passed by, I instantly began to think. Whither is he 
going? to spend the evening with some brother official ? 
or straight to his own home, to sit for half an hour on 
his veranda, until the twilight has deepened into night, 
then to seat himself at an early supper, with his moth- 
er, his wife, his wife's sister, and all his family ? and 
about what the subject of their conversation would be, 
when the maid-servant in her necklace, or a small boy in 
a thick round-jacket, should bring in a tallow candle 
in an ancient candlestick of domestic manufacture after 
the soup. On entering the village of a landed pro- 
prietor, I used to gaze with curiosity at the tall, slender 
wooden bell-tower, or at the broad, dark, ancient 
wooden church. The red roofs and white chimneys of 
the manor-house peeped seductively at me athwart the 
verdure of the trees, and I waited impatiently until its 
screen of gardens should part on both sides, and it 
should disclose itself, in its entirety, with its then, 
alas ! not utterly tasteless exterior ; and from it I 

1 A loQg coal without any opening behind. 
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would try to guess who the owner was, whether he was 
fat, and whether he had sons, or a whole team of six 
daughters, with ringing, girlish laughs, games, and the 
inevitable beauty of the youngest sister, and whether 
they had black eyes, and whether he was a jolly old 
man himself, or surly as September's last days, and 
looked in the almanac, and talked about rye and wheat, 
which are such wearisome subjects to young people. 

Now I approach every strange village with indiffer- 
ence, and glance indifferently at its tasteless exterior ; 
it is displeasing to my cold gaze : that which would, in 
former years, have called forth a lively movement in 
the muscles of my face, laughter and endless remark, 
is no longer amusing to me ; it now slips by me, and 
ray motionless lips preserve an uninterested silence. 
Oh, my youth ! Oh, my youth ! 

While Tchitchikoff was meditating and laughing in- 
wardly over the nickname bestowed by the muzhik upon 
Pliushkin, he did not observe that he had arrived in the 
middle of an extensive village, with a multitude of 
Jzbds (huts) and streets. But he was soon forced to 
take notice of it by a tolerably severe jolt, which was 
produced by the plank road, beside which the stone- 
paved street of a city is nothing. These planks moved, 
now up, now down, like the keys of a pianoforte ; and 
the incautious rider received either a slap on the nape 
of the neck, or a blue spot on his brow, or was even 
inade to bite the tip of his tongue with his own teeth 
in a very painful manner. Tchitchikoff observed a 
certain peculiar antiquity in all the village struc- 
tures. The timbers of the izbas were dark and old: 
many of the roofs were as full of holes as a grat- 
ing ; on some, onl}' the ridge-pole and the side-rafters 
remained, in the form of ribs. It seemed as though 
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the owners bad themselves torn off the shingles and 
boards, arguing, and with justice, that izbas are not 
roofed over during a rain, and that in fine weather the 
water does not come through; so there is no use in 
making a fuss about it, when there is all out-doors and 
the drinking-shop, and when you can go where you 
like on the highway, in short. There was no glass in 
the windows of the little cabins; some were stuffed 
with rags, or women's i^etticoats : the little railed bal- 
conies which are built, for some unknown reason, just 
under the roof on some Russian izbas, were all awry, 
and blackened even to an unpicturesque degree. Be- 
hind the izbas, in many places, stretched rows of huge 
stacks of grain, which had evidently stood thus for a 
very long time ; in color they resembled ancient, badly 
burned bricks ; on their summits grew all soils of 
weeds, and a bush had even attached itself to the side 
of one. It was plain that the grain belonged to the 
proprietor. From behind the grain-ricks and ancient 
roofs, two village churches rose into the clear air, and 
peeped forth, now on the right hand, now on the left, 
as the britchka took the different turns : they stood be- 
side each other, one of wood, and in ruins, the other 
of stone, with yellow walls, all spotted and cracked. 
The manor-house began to appear at intervals, and at 
last came fully into sight at the spot where the chain of 
izbas was interrupted, and in their stead appeared a 
desolate vegetable garden or cabbage plantation, sur- 
rounded by a low, and in some places dilapidated, 
fence. This strange castle, which was long beyond 
proportion, gazed forth like some decrepit invalid. In 
some places it was one story high ; in others, two : upon 
its dark roof, which did not, in all parts, afford ade- 
quate protection from the weather, on account of its 
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age, towered two belvederes, one facing the other, 
both already tottering, and deprived of every trace of 
paint. The walls of the house presented to view, in 
various spots, the naked lattice- work for the plaster ; 
and they had evidently undergone all sorts of inclement 
weather, rain, whirlwinds, and autumnal changes. Only 
two of the windows were open : the rest were closed 
with shutters, or even simply barricaded with boards. 
Even these two windows were half blind : one of them 
was darkened by a triangular piece of blue sugar-paper, 
which was pasted over it. 

The ancient and spacious garden, which stretched 
away behind the house, running towards the village, and 
then merging in a meadow, seemed, all overgrown and 
dried up as it was, to be the only fresh spot about this 
extensive village, and formed the only picturesque fea- 
ture in the desolate landscape. The united crests of the 
trees, which had grown rankly at their own will, lay on 
the horizon of the heavens in verdant clouds and quiv- 
ering domes of foliage. The colossal white bole of a 
beech, deprived of its leafy head, which had been 
broken off by a gale of wind or a thunder-storm, rose 
from the midst of this green thicket, and looked as 
round as a symmetrical column of gleaming white mar- 
ble, against the sky : the slanting, sharply pointed frac- 
ture in which it ended above, instead of a capital, 
looked dark against its snowy whiteness, like a cap or 
a blackbird. The hop-vine, which had stifled the lilac, 
mountain-ash, and hazel-bushes below, and had then 
climbed to the top of the paling-fence, had at length 
climbed upward and half enveloped the shattered beech- 
tree. On reaching the middle of the latter, it had de- 
scended, and had already begun to catch the tops of other 
trees, or was hanging in the air, knotting its slender, 
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clinging tendrils into rings, which swayed gently in the 
breeze. The green grove, illumined by the sun, parted 
here and there, and showed an unlighted depth within 
it, shining like the dark throat of a beast : it was all 
enveloped in gloom, and in its dark recesses there 
stood forth here and there a narrow, winding path, 
a rickety arbor surrounded with a railing, the de- 
cayed and hollow trunk of a willow, a gray Siberian 
acacia, leaves and brushwood, which had become sap- 
less beneath the terrible stifling process, and which, 
tangled and interlaced, bristled forth from behind the 
willow, and, last of all, a young maple-bough which had 
stretched from one side its green, hand-like leaves, be- 
neath one of which the sun had crept, God knows in 
what manner, and had suddenly rendered it fiery, trans- 
parent, and wondrously gleaming amid that thick dark- 
ness. On one side, at the very edge of the garden, 
some lofty but unevenly grown ash-trees bore aloft in 
their quivering crests the huge nests of crows. On 
some of them, boughs which had been torn away and 
involuntarily separated, drooped downward, laden with 
their dry leaves. In a word, it was beautiful as neither 
art nor nature alone can invent, but as it is only when 
they are both united, when nature gives the finishing- 
touch with her chisel to the work of man, too often 
senseless and overloaded, lightening the heavy masses, 
demolishing coarsely conceived regularity and poverty 
of outline, through which the naked, uncovered plan 
peeps forth, and casting a wondrous warmth over all, 
which was created in cold, measured purity and fault- 



After making one or two turns, our hero found him- 
self at length directly in front of the house, which now 
appeared even more gloomy than before. The ancient 
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wood of the fence and gates was already covered with 
green slime. A cluster of buildings — servants' apart- 
ments, storehouses, cellars, evidently falling into decay 

— iSlled the yard: beside them, to right and left, the 
gates of other court-yards were visible. Every thing 
here announced that things had been conducted on a 
grand scale at some former time, and every thing now 
gazed gloomily forth. 

Nothing was visible which could enliven the picture, 

— neither doors flying open, nor people emerging from 
somewhere ; no bustle of the living, nor solicitude for 
the house. The great gates alone were open, and that 
because a muzhik had entered with a laden telyega 
covered with a mat, who made his appearance as 
though with the express object of enlivening this dead 
place : at any other time they would have been fast 
locked, for a gigantic padlock was suspended from them 
by an iron chain. At one of these buildings, Tchitchi- 
koff soon perceived a figure, which began to quarrel 
with the muzhik who had come on the telyega. For a 
long time he could not make out to what sex the figure 
belonged, — whether it was a man or a woman. Its 
garb was not distinctive in the least, and greatly re- 
sembled a woman's capote, or cloak ; on its head was a 
cap, such as female domestics wear in the country : its 
voice alone seemed rather hoarse for a woman. " Oh ! 
a woman," said Tchitchikoff to himself, and immedi- 
ately added, " Oh, no ! — "Of course it's a woman ! " 
he said at last, after a more searching gaze. The 
figure on its side stared fixedly at him. A visitor 
seemed to be a rare thing with her ; for she surveyed 
not only him, but Selifan and the horses, beginning 
with their tails, and ending with their noses. From 
the keys which hung at her belt, and from the very 
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abusive words which she was addressing to the mnzhik, 
Tehitehikoflf inferred that she was probably the house- 
keeper. 

'* Listen, my good woman," he said, descending 
from his britchka: '* does your master? "... 

" Not at home," interrupted the housekeeper, with- 
out waiting for him to finish his query; and then, 
after a momentary pause, she added, *' What do you 
want?" 

'* I have business with him." 

"Go into the room," said the housekeeper, opening 
the door, and showing him her back, all spotted with 
flour, and with a large hole below. He entered a dark 
but spacious vestibule, from which the cold air poured 
out as though from a cellar. From the vestibule he 
reached a room which was also dark, and barely lighted 
by a gleam which came through a wide crack under the 
door. On opening this door, he found himself at last 
in the light, and was very much astonished at the dis- 
order which he belield before him. It seemed as if the 
floors were being washed, and all the furniture had 
been temporarily piled up here. A broken chair was 
even standing on one table, and, beside it, a clock, 
whose pendulum had stopped ; and to this a spider had 
attached his web. There also stood a cupboard, filled 
with ancient silver, decanters, and Chinese porce- 
lain, with its side leaning against the wall. Upon a 
desk, inlaid with mother-of-pearl, which had already 
fallen out in pieces, leaving behind only empty, yellow- 
ing holes, filled with glue, lay a mass of all sorts of 
things: a pile of closely written documents, covered 
with a press of marble, which had turned green, with an 
egg on top of it ; an ancient book in a leather binding, 
with red edges ; a lemon, completely dried up, and no 
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larger than the broken walnut-wood knob from an arm- 
chair; a wineglass covered with a letter, containing 
some sort of liquid and three flies; and a bit of 
sealing-wax; a scrap of rag, which had been picked 
up somewhere ; two ink-stained pens, all dried up as 
though in consumption ; and a tooth-pick, which was 
yellow through and through, and with which the owner 
had probably cleansed his teeth before the arrival of 
the French in Moscow. 

Upon the walls several pictures were suspended close 
together, and without any attempt at arrangement : a 
long, yellow engraving of some battle, with huge drums, 
shouting soldiers, three-cornered hats, and prancing 
horses, which lacked a glass, and was mounted in a 
frame of mahogany with thin bronze strips, and disks 
of the same bronze on the corners. On a line with 
this, a huge oil-painting, which represented flowers, 
fruits, melons cut in two, a boar's head, and a duck 
hanging head downwards, monopolized half the wall. 
Fi*om the centre of the ceiling hung a chandelier, 
enveloped in a linen bag, which had been converted 
by the dust into the semblance of a silk-wonn*s 
cocoon with the worm in it. In one corner of the 
room, every thing which was coarser, and not worthy 
to lie upon the table, was piled up in a heap. Just 
what this heap contained, it was difficult to decide ; for 
there was such an abundance of dust upon it, that the 
hands of any one who touched it immediately looked as 
though he had on gloves ; a broken bit of a wooden 
shovel, and the sole of an old shoe, made themselves 
more conspicuous than the rest of tlie mass. It would 
have been impossible to affirm that a living being in- 
habited this apartment, had not an ancient and thread- 
bare night-cap, which lay upon the table, borne witness 
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to the fact of his presence. While Tchitchikoff was still 
engaged in sui-veying this extraordinary collection, a 
side-door opened, and the same housekeeper whom he 
had encountered in the yard, entered. But he now be- 
came aware that it was rather a steward than a house- 
keeper ; a housekeeper, at all events, does not shave 
her beard : but this person, on the contrary, shaved, 
and very rarely at that ; for his chin, and the whole 
lower portion of his cheeks, resembled the curry-combs 
made of iron wire, with which horses are cleaned in 
the stable. Tchitchikoff, imparting an inquiring ex- 
pression to his countenance, waited with impatience to 
hear what the steward would say to him. The steward, 
also, on his side, waited for Tchitchikoff to speak to 
him. At length, the latter, surprised by such strange 
indecision, made up his mind to inquire, — 

'' Where is your master? Is he at home? " 

" The master is here," said the steward. 

" AVhere ? " repeated Tchitchikoff. 

"AVhat, my gbod fellow, are you blind? ** said the 
steward. " At home indeed ! I am the master ! " 

Here our hero involuntarily stepped back, and looked 
more attentively at him. It had been his lot to see not 
a few of many sorts of people, — even such people as 
it has fallen to neither the author nor the reader to be- 
hold ; but such an individual he had never yet looked 
upon. His face presented no special peculiarities ; it 
was like that of many gaunt old men ; only the chin 
projected very far in advance, so tliat he had to cover 
it with his handkerchief every time he wanted to spit, 
iu order not to spit upon it ; his small eyes had not 
grown dim, and they darted about from beneath his 
lofty, bushy brows like mice when they thrust their 
pointed noses out of their dark holes, prick up their ears, 
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and blink, as it were, with their noses, as they peer 
about to see whether a cat, or some scamp of a small 
boy, be not hidden somewhere, and sniff the very air 
warily. His attire was much more worthy of remark. 
By no possible means or effort could any decision be 
arrived at as to the material of which his dressing-gown 
had been concocted ; the sleeves and the upper portions 
of the skirts were greased, and shining to such a de- 
gree that they resembled the Russia leather of which 
boots are made ; behind moved four tails instead of 
two, from between which protruded bunches of checked 
cotton. Something, also impossible to distinguish, either 
a stocking, a bandage, or a belt, but certainly not a 
neckerchief, was knotted about his neck. In short, if 
Tchitchikoff had encountered him, thus arrayed, at the 
door of a church, he would probably have bestowed a 
copper groschen upon him ; for it must be stated, to 
our hero's credit, that he had a compassionate heart, 
and could by no means refrain from giving a copper 
groschen to a poor man. However, it was not a beg- 
gar, but a landed proprietor, wlio stood before him. 
This proprietor had over a thousand souls : and a per- 
son might have sought a long time before he could 
have found any one else who owned so much wheat, 
corn, flour, and so forth, in his store, or any one who 
had so many storerooms, barns, and drying- ho uses, 
which were filled with so many sheepskins, both 
dressed and tanned ; of linen, cloth, dried fish, and 
every sort of dried vegetables. If any one had peeped 
in upon him in the work-yard, where great stores of 
every sort of wood and utensils were prepared, which 
were never used, it would have seemed to him that he 
had, by some means, come upon the " shaving mar- 
ket'* in Moscow, where wooden vessels are sold, and 
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whither clever mothers-in-law ^ betake themselves daily, 
followed by their cooks, to purchase their household 
supplies, and where every sort of article in wood, 
sewed, turned, fitted together, and plaited, is heaped in 
snowy mountains, — casks, half -casks, buckets with 
ears and without ears, tar-buckets, the tubs in which 
women soak their flax and soiled things ; baskets, made 
from thin strips of ash ; oval boxes of plaited birch- 
bark, with wooden bottoms and covers; and many 
things of every sort which are of service to the Russian, 
both rich and poor. Of what use to Pliushkin were such 
quantities of these productions ? Two such estates as 
his could not have used them up in a lifetime, but 
this seemed to make no difference to him. Not content 
with this, he rambled about the streets of his village 
daily, peering beneath the little bridges, beneath the 
planks thrown across the gutters, and every thing he 
came across, whether it was the old sole of a shoe, 
a woman's discarded rag, an iron nail, or a piece of a 
broken earthenware pot, he carried it all home with 
him, and threw it upon the heap which Tchitchikotf 
had observed in the corner of the room. " There's 
the old fisherman out on his hunt," the muzhiks would 
say, when they spied him searching after his booty. 
And, in fact, there was no need of sweeping the streets 
after he had been his rounds : a passing officer chanced 
to lose his spur, — the spur was forthwith transferred 
to the familiar heap ; if a woman gaped over the well, 
and forgot her pail, he carried off the pail. However, 
when a muzhik caught him in the act, he never disputed, 
but immediately surrendered the stolen article ; but if 

* Two sorts of mothere-In-law are recognized in Russia by distinctive 
words: tydnhtcha, the bride's mother, and evekrukha, the biidegroom'e 
mother. Both are included here. 
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it once fell upon that heap, that was the end of it : he 
swore that it was his own ; that he had bought it at 
such and such a time, of such or such a person, or that 
he had inherited it from his grandfather. In his own 
room, he picked up every thing he saw, — a bit of seal- 
ing-wax, a scrap of paper, or a tiny feather, — and 
stuffed it all away in his desk, or on the window. 

Of course, there had been a time when he had been 
simply a careful manager, when he had been married 
and a family man, and when his neighbors had been in 
the habit of coming to dine with him, and listen to him, 
and take lessons from him in wise economy. Every 
thing went on briskly, and was conducted with modera- 
tion : grain-mills and fulling-mills were in operation, 
cloth-mills were running, carpenters' shops, and spin- 
ning-rooms ; the searching glance of the master pene- 
trated everywhere and into every thing, and carefully, 
but assiduously, like an industrious spider, did he run 
about to the utmost limits of his web of domestic econ- 
omy. No very strong passions were reflected in his 
features, but good sense was visible in his eyes ; his 
speech was permeated with experience and knowledge 
of the world, and it was agreeable for his guests to 
listen to him : the courteous and talkative hostess was 
renowned for her hospitality ; two charming daughtei*s, 
both blond, and as fresh as roses, came to greet the 
guest ; the son, a fine, vivacious little boy, ran out and 
kissed everybody, paying very little heed to the guest's 
preferences in the matter. All the windows in the 
house were open : the entresol was occupied by the 
apartments of the French tutor, who shaved himself 
splendidly, and was a great sportsman ; he was always 
bringing in partridges or ducks for dinner, and some- 
times sparrows* eggs, which he ordered to be made 
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into an omelette for himself, since no one else in the 
whole house would eat it. In the entresol resided also 
a countrywoman of his, who acted as governess to the 
two young girls. The master himself appeared at the 
table in a clean, though rather threadbare, surtout; 
the elbows were in goo4 condition ; there were no 
patches anywhere. But the good housewife died: a 
portion of the keys, and with them some of the petty 
details, passed into his hands. Pliushkin became more 
restless, and, like all widowers, more suspicious and 
saving. He did not place full confidence in his eldest 
daughter, Alexandra Stepanovna, and he was right ; for 
Alexandra Stepanovna soon eloped with a staff-captain, 
belonging to God knows what regiment of cavalry, and 
married him in haste in some village church, knowing 
that her father did not Икз officers, on account of a 
strange, prejudiced belief of long standing, that they 
were all gamblers and spendthrifts. Her father sent 
his curse after her, but did not take the trouble to 
follow her. The house grew more desolate. Miser- 
liness became more apparent in the owner : the silver 
threads which gleamed in his bristly hair, this pas- 
sion's faithful companions still further aided in its 
development. The French tutor was dismissed, be- 
cause the time had arrived for the son to enter the 
service ; madame was sent about her business, be- 
cause it appeared that she was not wholly free from 
guilt in the matter of Alexandra Stepafiovna's elope- 
ment ; the son, on being despatched to the chief town 
of the government, in order to get a taste of actual 
sei-vice In the courts, acci>rding to his father's ex- 
pression, enlisted in a regiment instead, and wrote to 
his father immediately afterwards, asking for money 
to purchase his uniform. Very naturally, he received 
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in reply, what the common people call a shish.^ Finally, 
the last daughter, who had remained at home with him, 
died ; and the old man found himself the sole guardian, 
protector, and owner of his wealth. His lonely life 
offered abundant nourishment to his miserliness, which, 
as is well known, has a wolftsh appetite, and becomes 
the more insatiable the more it is fed : the sentiments 
of humanity, which were not strong in him originally, 
grew momentarily weaker, and every day took away 
something from this dilapidated ruin. It came to pass, 
as though for the express purpose of confirming him in 
his opinion of military men, that his son ruined himself 
at cards: he sent him a hearty paternal curse, and 
never troubled himself to inquire whether he still existed 
in the world, or not. More windows were shut up every 
year in his house, until at last only two remained open, 
one of which, as the reader has already seen, was 
pasted up with blue paper ; with every year, the prin- 
cipal points of domestic management slipped more and 
more out of sight, and his quiddling gaze was directed 
to the scraps of paper and the feathers which he col- 
lected in his room ; he became more and more inacces- 
sible to the purchasers who came to buy the products 
of his estate ; the merchants chaffered and chaffered 
with him, and finally abandoned him altogether, saying 
that he was a devil, and not a man ; his hay and grain 
rotted ; his ricks and stores of all sorts turned into 
manure, pure and simple, so that cabbages might have 
been raised upon them ; the flour in his vaults turned 
to stone, and had to be chopped up : it was terrible to 
touch tlie linen, cloth, and other materials of flomestic 
manufacture ; they turned to dust under the hand. He 
had already forgotten himself, how much there was of 

^ Literally, an ineultiug eiga, made with the fingers. 
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the diflPerent things, and only remembered where the 
Clipboard stood which contained his decanters with the 
remains of brandy infusion, upon which he had made a 
mark, in order that no one might thievishly drink it, 
and where, also, lay a feather or a bit of sealing-wax. 
But meanwhile the revenues of the estate were col- 
lected as before: the muzhik had to bring as much 
obrok as usual, the same tribute of nuts was imposed 
on every woman, and the weaver-woman was obliged 
to furnish the same number of webs of linen. All 
this was piled away in the storerooms, and became a 
mass of holes and rottenness, and he himself turned 
at last into a kind of hole in humanity. Alexandra 
Stepanovna came a couple of times with her little son, 
to try whether she could not obtain something : it was 
evident, that a wandering life with the cavalry captain 
was not so attractive as it had appeared before mar- 
riage. However, Pliushkin forgave her, and allowed 
the little boy to play with a button which was lying 
on the table, but he gave her no money. On another 
occasion, Alexandra Stepanovna came with two small 
children, and brought with her an Easter-cake for her 
father to eat with his tea, and a new dreasing-gown ; for 
the one which he was wearing was in such a state, that 
it made her both confused and ashamed to look at it. 
Pliushkin caressed both of his grandchildren ; and pla- 
cing them, one on his right knee, the other on his left, 
he trotted them exactly as though they had been riding 
on horses : he accepted the Easter-cake and the dress- 
ing-gown, but gave his daughter absolutely nothing, 
whereulюn Alexandra Stepanovna took her departure. 

And, behold, this was the sort of landed proprietor 
who stood before Tchitchikoff ! It must be stated, that 
such an apparition is rare in Russia, where every one 
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prefers to live lavishly rather than to stint himself ; and 
it was all the more suspicious, because right there in 
the neighborhood, there existed a land-owner who lived 
a merry life, to the fullest extent of Russian audacity 
and squirehood, and burned the candle at both ends, 
as the saying is. The inexperienced traveller halts in 
amazement at the sight of his house, wondering what 
reigning prince he has suddenly come upon amid the 
obscure and petty gentry : his mansions of white stone 
resemble palaces, with their innumerable chimneys, 
belvederes, and weather-vanes, surrounded by a host 
of wings, and every soit of lodgings for guests. What 
is there that he has not? Theatres, balls: all night 
long the garden gleams, decorated with bonfires and 
lamps, and is deafened with the thunder of music. 
Half the government promenades merrily about under 
the trees in festive array ; and to no one does the 
heaven, dark and threatening, reveal itself athwart that 
powerful illumination, when, illumined by the fictitious 
light, the bough starts forth theatrically from the woody 
thicket, deprived of its vivid green, — but above, darker, 
more gloomy, and twenty times more threatening, the 
sky appears, and far away the trembling of the leaves 
on high, which retreat deeper and ever deeper into 
the sluggish darkness, and the melancholy crests of 
the trees resent the pinchbeck glitter which lights their 
roots from below. 

Pliushkin had already been standing for several 
minutes without uttering a word ; but Tchitchikoff was 
still utterly incapable of beginning the conversation, 
distracted as he was at the sight of the master himself, 
as well as of all that was in the room. For a long time 
he could not think in what words he might explain the 
cause of his visit. He was on the point of expressing 
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himself to the effect, that, having heard of Plinshkin 
as a public benefactor, and of his rare qualities of soul, 
he had considered it his duty to pay a personal tribute 
of respect ; but he caught himself up, and felt that that 
would be too much. On casting one more stealthy glance 
on all that was in the room, he became conscious that 
the words public benefactor and rare qualities of soul 
might be successfully replaced with the woi*ds economy 
and order: having, therefore, reconstructed his sen- 
tence on that pattern, he said, that, having heard of his 
economy and rare skill in managing his estate, he had 
regarded it as his duty to make the latter's acquaint- 
ance, and offer his respects in person. He certainly 
might have alleged some other and better reason, but 
none occurred to him. 

To this, Pliushkin mumbled some reply between his 
lips, for he had no teeth, — just what, is not known, 
but in all probability, the sense was as follows : " May 
the deuce take you and your respects ! " but since hospi- 
tality is in such repute among us, that even a miser 
cannot ignore its laws, he added a little more dis- 
tinctly, "1 beg you most humbly to take a seat. I 
have not been in the habit of receiving guests for a 
long time," said he, "and I must confess that I per- 
ceive but very little use in them. A very discourteous 
custom has sprung up, of going about to the estates of • 
one and another, to the neglect of domestic affairs. . . . 
Yes, and one must feed their horses with hay for them. 
I dined long ago : and my kitchen is very mean and ~ 
poor, a^d the chimneys are in a state of utter ruin ; 
if you undertake to heat the stwe, you will set the 
house on fire." 

" So that's the kind of man he is ! " said Tchitchikoff 
to himself. " It's lucky that I ate a good deal of the 
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votrushka at Sobakevitch's, and a slice of that saddle 
of mutton." 

"And it is a most unfortunate circumstance, that 
there is hardly a wisp of hay in the whole establish- 
ment," went on Pliushkin. "Yes, and where is there 
any to be had? The farm is small and unfruitful: 
the peasants are lazy ; they are not fond of working ; 
they only think of getting away to the pot-house. . . . 
And the first you know, you are thrown on the world 
in your old age." 

" But I was told," said Tchitchikoff modestly, "that 
you had over a thousand souls. ' ' 

" Who said that? My good fellow, you should have 
spit in the eye of the person who said that ! He was 
a great jester : he evidently wanted to make sport of 
you. That is the way they talk ; but, if you reckon up 
the taxes, you will not find any. For the last three 
years, that cursed fever has been killing off my serfs 
in swarms." 

" You don't say so ! And have many really died? " 
exclaimed Tchitchikoff sympathetically. 

" Yes : a great many were carried off." 

" Will you permit me to inquire the number? " 

"Eighty souls." 

"Not really?" 

"I am not in the habit of lying, my good fel- 
low." 

" Permit me to ask another question : I assume that 
you are reckoning these souls from the time when the 
last census was taken? " 

"Glory to God if it only were!" said Pliushkin; 
" but since that time they would mount up to one 
hundred and twenty." 

" Really? fully one hundred and twenty? " exclaimed 
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Tchitchikoff, and he even dropped his jaw somewhat 
with amazement. 

" I am rather old to lie, my good fellow : I have lived 
seventy years," said Pliushkin. He seemed to ha^ve 
taken offence at this almost joyous exclamation. 
Tchitchikoff perceived that such a want of sympathy 
in another's woe had really been exti-emely impolite ; 
so he immediately sighed, and said that he was very 
sorry. 

" Yes, but your sorrow won't put any thing in my 
pocket," said Pliushkin. " There's a captain who lives 
here near me, — the deuce knows where he came from : 
he says that he's a relative. ' Dear uncle, dear uncle ! ' 
and he begins to kiss my hand, and to express his 
sorrow, and raises such a howl that you have to hold 
your ears. He's very red in the face: he's actually 
drinking himself to death on brandy. He probably 
lost all his money while serving as an officer, or some 
theatrical actress coaxed it out of him ; so now he 
comes here, and tries to wheedle himself into my good 
graces ! " 

Tchitchikoff endeavored to explain that his sympathy 
was of a very different sort from that of the captain, 
and that he was ready to prove it, not by empty words, 
but by deeds ; and, without deferring the matter any 
further, he immediately expressed his willingness to 
take upon himself the responsibility of paying the 
taxes on all the serfs who had died in such an unhappy 
manner. The proposition seemed to utterly amaze 
Pliushkin. He stared at Tchitchikoff for a long time 
with wide-open eyes, and finally inquired, *' Haven't 
you been in the army, my good fellow? " 

"No," replied Tchitchikoff, with a good deal of 
artfulness: "I was in the civil service." 
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"In the civil service?" repeated Pliushkin, and 
began to work his lips about, as though he were 
chewing something. " But what do you mean by this? 
It is surely a loss to you." 

" For your sake, I am even prepared to suffer loss." 

"Ah, my dear fellow! Ah, my benefactor!" 
shrieked Pliushkin, not perceiving, in his joy, that 
the snuff was dropping from his nose in a very un- 
picturesque fashion, in the form of a thick coffee, and 
that the skirts of his dressing-gown, in flying apart, 
had displayed to view a very impolite garment. " You 
have comforted an old man ! Ah, my Lord ! Ah, my 
Saviour!" . . . Pliushkin could say no more. But a 
minute had not elapsed, when the joy which had mo- 
mentarily shown itself on his wooden countenance, 
disappeared in as instantaneous a manner as though 
it had not existed, and his face once more assumed 
a careworn expression. He even wiped it with his 
handkerchief; and, rolling this into a ball, he began 
to draw it along his upper lip. 

"With your permission, and not to anger you, do 
you mean to undertake the payment of the taxes for 
them every year? and will you give the money to me, 
or to the imperial treasury? " 

" This is the way we will manage : we will make out 
a deed of sale for them, as though they were alive, and 
as though you had sold them to me." 

" Yes, a deed of sale " . . . said Pliushkin, falling 
into thought, and again began to eat with his lips as 
before. ''But a deed of sale . . . it*s nothing but 
an expense. Those officials have no consciences. In 
former days you used to pay a half a ruble in copper 
for a sack of flour ; but now you have to send a whole 
wagon-load of groats, and add a red bank-note into the 
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bargain, — so grasping have they grown. I do not 
know why no one else has called attention to this. 
Well, I would have said a word to him that would have 
been good for his soul. But you can't reform any one 
except with words. Say what you will, but you can't 
stand up against wholesome words." 

" Well, I think you would hold your ground," 
thought TchitchikoflF, and immediately remarked that 
he was even prepared to bear the expenses of the deed 
of sale. 

On hearing that he would pay even the expense of 
the bill of sale, Pliushkin concluded that his guest must 
be thoroughly stupid, and was only pretending to have 
been in the civil service, but had probably been an 
officer instead, and had dallied after actresses. With 
all this, he could not conceal his joy, and wished all 
sorts of happiness to him, and to his children even, 
without waiting to inquire whether he had any, or not. 
He went to the window, drummed with his fingers on 
the glass, and cried, ''Hey, there, Proshkal" A 
moment later, some one could be heard running on 
tiptoe into the vestibule, rummaging about there for a 
long time, and clumping with his boots. Finally the 
door opened, and Proshka entered, a boy of thirteen, 
shod in such huge boots, that, as he clumped along, he 
nearly drew his feet out of them. Why Proshka had 
such large boots will appear presently. For all his 
domestic servants, no matter how many of them there 
were in the house, Pliushkin had but one pair of boots, 
which were always to be found in the vestibule. Any 
one who was summoned to the master's presence gen- 
erally ran across the yard barefooted ; but on entering 
the vestibule, he pulled on the boots, and, thus arrayed, 
made his. appearance in the room. On quitting the 
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master's apartment, he left the boots in the vestibule, 
and went his way again on his own soles. If any one 
glanced out of the window in the autumn, and espe- 
cially when the first slight morning frosts are begin- 
ning, he would behold all the house-serfs taking such 
leaps as are hardly made on the stage by the most 
accomplished dancer. 

" See there, my good fellow, what a face ! " said 
Pliushkin to Tchitchikoff, pointing his finger at Prosh- 
ka's countenance. " Stupid, truly, as a block of wood ; 
but only try to lay any thing down for a minute, and 
he will steal it ! Well, what have you come for, you 
fool, — tell me what?" Here a brief silence ensued, 
to which Proshka replied with the same silence. 

"Bring the samovar, do you hear? And here, take 
this key, and give it to Mavra, so that she may go to 
the storeroom. There, on the shelf, is the sugar off of 
the Easter-cake which Alexandra Stepanovna brought : 
let her bring it here for our tea. Stop ! where are 
you going, you fool? — yes, you utter fool! Is the 
Fiend in your legs, and scratching you? Listen first. 
The upper part of the sugar is probably spoiled, so let 
it be scraped off with a knife. And don't you throw 
away a single crumb, but carry it to the hen-house. 
And see to it that you don't go into the storehouse, 
^y boy. If you do, do you know what will happen ? 
You will get some oil of birch, so that, if you have a 
capital appetite now, you'll have a still better one then. 
Just tiy to go into the storehouse ! I'm going to look 
out of the window meanwhile. — He cannot be trusted 
in any thing," he continued, turning to Tchitchikoff, 
after Proshka had taken himself off in company with 
his boots. 

Then he began to gaze suspiciously at Tchitchikoff. 
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Traits of such remarkable magnaniipity began to appear 
incredible to him; and he said to himself, "Why, the 
Devil knows, he may be simply a braggart, like these 
spendthrifts ! he will lie and lie, just for the sake of 
talking, and then he will go off!" As a measure 
of precaution, therefore, and being desirous of putting 
him to a further test, he said that it would not be a bad 
idea to complete the deed of sale as speedily as pos- 
sible : for one cannot depend upon man, you know ; 
to-day he is alive, and to-morrow God knows where. 

Tchitchikoff expressed his readiness to do so on the 
instant, and merely required the list of serfs. This 
re-assured Pliushkin. It was evident that he had made 
up his mind to something; and, in fact, taking his 
keys, he approached the cupboard, and, having opened 
the door, he fumbled for a long time among the cups 
and glasses, and finally exclaimed, '^ Well, I can't find 
it! But I had a splendid liquor, if it has not been 
drunk : the people are such thieves. But i>erhaps this 
is it." Tchitchikoff saw in his hands a decanter all 
covered with dust as with a case. " My deceased wife 
made this," went on Pliushkin. " That rascally house- 
keeper meant to ruin it completely, and she did not 
even cork it up, the beast ! Beetles and all sorts of 
rubbish made their way into it ; but I have taken all 
the filth out, and now it is perfectly clean ; and I will 
pour you out a glass." 

But Tchitchikoff made an effort to refuse the liquor, 
saying that he had already eaten and drunk. 

'* You have already eaten and drunk?" said Pliush- 
kin. " Yes, of course, one recognizes a man who be- 
longs to good society wherever one meets him. He 
does not eat, but is satisfied. But when some good- 
for-nothing thief comes along, you may feed him as 
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much as you will. Why, there's the captain : he comes 
here. ' Dear uncle/ says he, ' give me something 
to eat ! ' And I*m his uncle about as much as he 
is my grandfather. Probably he has nothing to eat 
at home, and so he prowls around the country. Yes, 
surely you need the list of all those lazy dogs ! Cer- 
tainly ! As soon as I knew about them, I wrote them 
all down on a special piece of paper, in order that I 
might have them struck out at the first revision." Pli- 
ushkin put on his spectacles, and began to rummage 
among the papei-s. As he untied each bundle, he 
treated his guest to such a cloud of dust that the 
latter sneezed. At last he drew out a paper which 
was covered with writing. The names of the serfs 
were sown over it as thickly as flies. They were of all 
sorts. Paramanoffs and Pimenoffs, and Pantaleimon- 
oflfs, and even a certain Grigoriy Go-but-you-won't-get- 
there. In all, there were over one hundred and twenty. 
Tchitchikoff smiled at the sight of such a multitude. 
Having hidden it in his pocket, he remarked to Pliush- 
kin that he would be obliged to go to town in order to 
complete the bill of sale. 

"To town? But why? . . . And how can I leave 
the house? Why, all my people are either thieves or 
rogues ! They would plunder me so in one day that I 
should not have any thing left to hang my caftan on 
even! " 

"Then, have you not some acquaintance there?" 
*' What acquaintances? All my acquaintances have 
died, or dropped me. . . . Ah, my dear fellow ! how 
could I fail to have an acquaintance? I have!" he 
exclaimed. " Why, the president of the court himself 
is a friend of mine ! He has even been out to visit me 
in my old age ! How could I help knowing him ? We 
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were brought up together, and used to climb fences to- 
gether. Know him, indeed ! He's an old friend ! 
Why would it not do to write him? *' 

" Write to him by all means ! " 

" Why not? Such an old friend ! We were friends 
at school/' 

And across this wooden face there suddenly flashed 
a kind of warm ray, which expressed, not feeling, but 
the pale reflection of a feeling ; an apparition, similar to 
the sudden appearance upon the surface of the water of 
a drowning man, which elicits a joyous shout from the 
crowd assembled on the shore. But in vain do the re- 
joicing brothers and sisters cast a rope from the bank, 
and wait, to see whether that back will not rise once 
more, and whether his hands are exhausted with his 
sti uggles : this apparition was the last. All is de- 
sorted, and the calm surface of the unresponsive fluid 
seems still more terrible and more desolate than before. 
Thus, Pliushkin's face, after the momentary feeling 
which had flashed across it, became more unfeeling and 
expressionless than ever. 

"There was a quarter of a sheet of clean paper 
lying on the table," said he, "but I don't know what 
has become of it ; my people are such worthless crea- 
tures." Hereupon he began to peer about under the 
table and upon the table, poked about everywhere, and 
finally screamed, " Mavra ! hey, Mavra ! " At his call, 
a woman made her appearance with a plate in her 
hands, upon which lay the sugar with which the reader 
is already acquainted ; and a long discussion took place 
between them. 

"What have you done with the paper, you 
thief?" 

" By Heavens, master, I have seen nothing, except 
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the scrap with which you were pleased to cover the 
wineglass! *' 

'' Why, I can see by your eyes, that you have made 
away with it." 

'' But why should I have made away with it? It's of 
no use to me : I don't know how to read and write." 

" You lie ! you have carried it to the sacristan : he 
has a smattering of those things, and ydu have carried 
it off to him." 

" The sacristan can get paper for himself if he wants 
it ! He has never laid eyes on your scrap ! " 

"Just wait: the fiends will toast you on an iron 
gridiron fortius, on the day of judgment! You'll see 
how they will roast you ! " 

" But what will they roast me for, when I have not 
even taken your paper in my hands? I may have 
other feminine weaknesses, but no one ever accused 
me of thieving before." 

" Oh, won't the devils roast you, though ! They will 
say, ' Take that, you rascal, for deceiving your master ! ' 
Yes, they will toast you on red-hot bars ! " 

"And I shall say, 'There's no reason for it! by 
Heaven, there's none ! I did not take it.' . . . There 
it lies on the table. You are always accusing us 
wrongfully! " 

Pliushkin perceived the bit of paper, in fact, and 
paused for an instant, went through the motion of 
chewing with his lips, and ejaculated, "Well, what 
did you flare up so for? Hey, what a touchy creature 
she is ! Say but one word to her, and she'll answer you 
back with ten ! Go fetch a taper to seal a letter. But 
hold ! don't bring a tallow candle : tallow melts easily ; 
it burns out, and is a dead loss : fetch me a pine- 
knot!" 
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Mavra went out : and Fliushkin, seating himself in 
an arm-chair, and taking a i>en, turned the quaiter- 
sheet about for a long time in evei^ direction, to see 
whether he could not contrive to make an eighth of a 
sheet out of it, but at length convinced himself that 
this was impossible; he thrust his pen into the ink- 
bottle, containing some mouldy liquid and a multitude 
of flies in the bottom, and began to write, forming each 
letter separately like musical notes, and every instant 
arresting his hand, which went leaping all over the 
paper, gluing line upon line in miserly fashion, regret- 
fully reflecting as he did so, that there would still re- 
main a large expanse of unused paper. 

And to such meanness, pettiness, baseness, could the 
man descend, to such an extent could he change! 
And does this resemble the truth? It is veiy like the 
truth : it may very well happen with a man. The fiery 
youth of to-day would start back in horror if he were 
shown the portrait of himself in his old age. There- 
fore, take with you on your road, as you leave behind 
you the soft years of youth, and emerge into manhood, 
which renders hard and surly, — take with you all hu- 
man impulses, leave them not on the way: you can 
never reconstitute them later on. Stern and terrible old 
age, as it advances, will return nothing, give nothing 
back ! The grave is more merciful than it, for on the 
grave is inscribed, '*A man lies buried here;" but 
you will read nothing on the cold and unfeeling fea- 
tures of inhuman old age. 

'' And do you know of any of your friends, who 
would like some fugitive serfs?" said Pliushkin, fold- 
ing his letter. 

" Have you any fugitive serfs? " asked Tchitchikoff 
quickly, recovering himself. 
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*' That's the very point: I have. My son-in-law 
made inquiries, and it appeared that every trace of 
them had disappeared : but he's a military man ; he's a 
master hand at stamping around in his spurs, but when 
it comes to troubling himself about the courts "... 

" How many of them are there? " 

" They would amount to about seventy." 

'^No!" 

" By Heaven, it is true ! Why, there isn't a year 
that they don't run away from me. The common 
people are great gluttons, and have taken up a habit, 
out of sheer idleness, of stuffing themselves on festival 
days ; and I have nothing to eat myself. ... So I 
would take any thing that I might be offered for them. 
So you had better advise your friend : if he could find 
only ten of them, he would make a great deal of money. 
A soul on the census list is worth fifty rubles, you 
know." 

" No, we will not let my friend have so much as a 
smell of them," said Tchitchikoff to himself, and then 
proceeded to explain, that no such friend was to be 
found, that the expenses of such an undertaking would 
come to so much that one would have to cut off the skirts 
of his own caftan for the judges, and then go farther ; 
but out of sympathy, he was ready to give, . . . but it 
was such a trifle, that it was not worth mentioning. 

" And how much would you give? " asked Pliushkin, 
and turned into a Jew at once : his hands trembled 
like quicksilver. 

" I would give twenty-five kopeks for each soul." 

" And how will you pay — in ready money ? " 

" Yes, cash on the spot." 

"But, my good fellow, in consideration of my pov- 
erty, you might give at least forty kopeks apiece." 
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" My most respected sir," said Tehitchikoff, " I 
would pay not only forty kopeks, but five hundred 
rubles, apiece ! I would pay it gladly, because I see 
that a highly respected, good old man is suffering on 
account of his generosity." 

'^ By Heaven, it is so ! By Heaven, you are right ! '* 
said Pliushkin, hanging his head, and swaying it com- 
passionately from side to side. ^^ It's all out of gener- 
osity." 

*' Well, do you see? I understood your character in 
an instant. So, why should not I give five hundred 
rubles a soul for them ? But I am not in a condition 
to do it. I am willing to add five kopeks, if you like, 
so that each soul would thus be reckoned at thirty 
kopeks." 

*' Well, my good fellow, as you please ; but add at 
least a couple of kopeks." 

''I will say two kopeks more, then. How many 
have you ? I think you said — seventy ? " 

" No, they will mount up to seventy-eight in all." 

" Seventy-eight, seventy-eight, at thirty kopeks a 
soul, — that will be" — Here our hero reflected for 
an instant, no more, and then said, "That will be 
twenty- four rubles and ninety-six kopeks." He was 
strong in arithmetic. He immediately made Pliushkin 
write out a list, and gave him the money, which the 
latter took in both hands, and carried to the desk, with 
as much caution as though it had been some sort of 
liquid, and he feared every moment that he should spill 
it. On arriving at the desk, he laid it with extreme 
care in one of the small compartments, where it 
was probably destined to remain interred until such 
time as Father Karp and Father Polykarp, the two 
popes of his village, should bury him, — to the inde- 
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scribable joy of his son-in-law and daughter, and pos- 
sibly also of the captain, who counted himself a relative. 
Having concealed the money, Pliushkin seated himself 
in his arm-chair, and seemed incapable of finding any 
other subject of conversation. 

''What! are you preparing to go already?" said 
he, perceiving a slight movement which Tchitehikoff 
made, simply with the object of getting his handker- 
chief out of his pocket. 

This question reminded him that there was really no 
occasion for further delay. " Yes : it is time for me 
to go ! " he exclaimed, seizing his hat. 

'' Won't you take a cup of tea? " 

" No : it will be better to let the tea wait until another 
time." 

'' How is that? 1 have ordered the samovar. To 
tell the truth, I am not veiy fond of tea myself. It's 
an expensive beverage ; and, besides, the price of sugar 
has risen unmercifully. Proshka, we don't need the 
samovar. Carry the sugar to Mavra, do you hear? 
Let it be put back in the same place, — or no, give it 
here : 1 will carry it myself. Farewell, my dear fellow, 
and may God bless you ! And you are to hand the 
letter to the president of the court. Yes, let him read 
it : he is an old acquaintance of mine. Why, we were 
brought up together ! " 

Thereupon, this extraordinaiy apparition, this little, 
withered-up old man, conducted him outside the yard, 
after which he ordered the gates to be instantly locked. 
Then he went the round of his storehouses, in order 
to see whether the watchmen, who stood beating with 
wooden shovels on empty casks in lieu of a sheet of 
iron, were at their posts. After that, he i>eeped into 
the kitchen, where, under the pretext of seeing whether 
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the servants' food was good, he ate heartily of cabbage 
soup and groats ; and having upbraided every individual 
one of them for thieving and evil conduct, he returned 
to his own room. When he was alone, he even began to 
meditate how he might requite his visitor for his, in 
fact, unbounded magnanimity. "I will give him," 
said he, '' my watch. It is a very good silver watch, 
and none of your brass or pinchbeck affairs. It's 
somewhat out of order, but he can have it put in 
order for himself. He is still a young man, so he 
needs a watch in order to please his bride. Or no," 
he added, after some thought, "it will be better to be- 
queath it to him after my death, in my will, to remem- 
ber me by." 

But our hero was in the most cheerful possible frame 
of mind, even without the watch. Such an unexpected 
acquisition was a perfect godsend, say what you will ; 
but it was not only dead souls, but fugitive ones into 
the bargain, and to the number of over two hundred ! 
He certainly had felt, as he drove up to Pliushkin's 
village, that he should reap some sort of a harvest ; 
but he had by no means expected so bountiful a one. 
All along the road he was extremely merry. He 
whistled, played upon his lips, holding his fist to them 
as though he were playing upon a trumpet ; and finally 
he struck up some song or other, which was such an 
unusual proceeding, that Selifan himself listened and 
listened, and then shook his head, and said, *' The idea 
of the master's singing ! " 

It was already perfectly dark when they arrived in 
town. Shadows had completely usurped the place of 
light, and objects themselves seemed to have changed 
also. The variegated city-barrier had assumed some 
undefined color: the mustache of the sentry on duty 
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seemed to be upon his forehead, and much higher up 
than his eyes, and he seemed to have no nose at all. 
The rumbling and jolting of the britehka announced 
that they had entered upon the paved streets. The 
street-lanterns were not yet lighted ; only here and there 
the windows of the houses began to be illuminated ; 
and in the courts and alleys, scenes and conversations 
were beginning to take place such as are inseparable 
from all towns where there are a great many soldiers, 
izvoshtchiks, workmen, and a certain sort of persons, 
in the form of ladies, in handsome shawls, and slippers 
without any stockings, who flit like bats through the 
cross-streets. 

Tchitchikoff did not perceive them, and did not even 
notice a number of slender officials with little canes, 
who had probably been for a walk outside the town, 
and were now returning home. Now and then sounds 
which seemed to be feminine exclamations reached his 
ears: "You lie, you drunkard! I never permitted 
him such a piece of rudeness ! " or, " Don't lay your 
hand on me, you rude creature ! but go to the police- 
station, and I'll show you up there ! "... In short, 
those words which flow over a dreamy youth of twenty, 
like scalding water, when, returning from the theatre, 
he bears in his mind a Spanish street, — night, — a 
wondrous woman's forraf with a guitar and curls. What 
fancies do not flit before his mental vision ! He has 
been to heaven, and the guest of Schiller ; and, all of 
Ы suddffir, the fatal words resound above him like thun- 
der, and he sees that he has come back to earth again, 
and that he is even on the hay-market, and even close 
to the pot-house, and that life has once more begun to 
parade itself before him. 

At last the britehka, after giving one tremendous 
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jolt, found itself at the gates of the tavern, and also 
in a hole apparently ; and Tchitchikoff was met by 
Petrushka, who was holding up the skirt of his surtout 
with one hand, — for he did not like to have his coat- 
tails flying, — and, with the other, he began to assist 
his master to alight from the britchka. The waiter 
also ran out, with a candle in his hand, and a napkin 
on his shoulder. Whether Petrushka was rejoiced at 
the arrival of his master, is not known. At all events, 
he exchanged a wink with Selifan ; and his ordinarily 
surly countenance seemed on this occasion to brighten 
up a little. 

** You have been pleased to be a long time absent,'* 
said the waiter, as he lighted the staircase. 

*' Yes,** answered Tchitchikoff, as he set foot on the 
stairs. " Well, and how are you? *' 

" Very well ; thanks be to God," replied the waiter, 
bowing. *'Some army lieutenant, or other, arrived 
yesterday, and engaged number sixteen.** 

"A lieutenant?'* 

" I don't know who he is : he comes from Ryazan, 
and has brown horses." 

" Good, good ! behave yourself as well in future," 
said Tchitchikoff, and went to his room. On entering 
the ante-room, he wrinkled up his nose, and said to 
Petrushka, "You might at least have opened the - 
windows! " 

*4 did open them," said Petrushka; but he was 
lying. However, his master was perfectly wTll^awar^^ 
that he was lying, but he did not care to retort. He 
felt very much fatigued after the journey which he had 
taken. After ordering the very lightest kind of a sup- 
per, which consisted merely of a sucking-pig, he imme- 
diately undressed ; and, bestowing himself beneath the 
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coverlet, he fell into a deep, sound sleep, and slept in 
a wonderful way, as only those happy beings sleep who 
know nothing of either nightmares or fleas, and who are 
not given to excessive use of their brains. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

THE TRIBUNALS AND THE POLICE. 

The poet*t literary profeeelon of faltb. ~ Taleot of Ыв hero for editiog bnel- 
neee papers : hie reflecdoue on hie acquieitiooe and upon the sellere. — 
He betakes himself to the court, and on the way he encounters the good 
Manllofif, who is also on his way thither. — Behavior of the clerks. — In- 
troduction into the audience>chamber. — Sobakevitch. — The president. — 
Exchange of kisses, conversation, and congratulations. — Witnesses are 
sent for. — TciiilchlkoflTs temporary fright. — The affair runs as on roll- 
ers. — In accordance with the president 'd advice, they go to the chief of 
police's house to drink to the bargain. — A whist party. — A grand break- 
fast, where cliaractere are exhibited without the knowledge of the owners. 
-—Astounding ovation to Tchitchikoff. — He finally returns to his inn 
in a very merry mood. — Touching mutual affection of Sellfan and Pe- 
trushka : how they rejoice in the evident content of their master. 

Happy is the traveller, who, after a long, fatiguing 
journey, with its cold, dirt, mire, its sleepy superin- 
tendents at the posting-stations, the jingling of bells, 
rough roads, scoldings, postilions, blacksmiths, and 
every species of highway robbers, beholds at last the 
familiar roof, with its little windows, drawing near, 
and when the well-known chambers stand before him, 
when he hears the joyous cry of his people, as they run 
out to meet him, the uproar and racing about of the 
children, and the quiet, re-assuring speeches, interrupted 
by fiery kisses, which are all-powerful to drive away 
every sorrow from the memory ! Happy is the family- 
man who possesses such a nook, but woe to the 
bachelor ! 

Happy is the reader, who, after passing tiresome, 
repulsive characters, — characters who amaze by their 
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melancholy activity, — approaches a character who 
represents the lofty dignity of a man who, out of 
the vast whirlpool of forms which are whirling in an 
every-day round, has selected only a few exceptions, 
who has not once betrayed the lofty harmony of his 
lyre, who has not descended from his height to his 
poor, paltry fellow-creatures, and, without touching the 
earth, has cast himself wholly into the grandiose forms 
which are so far removed from it ! Doubly is his most 
beautiful fate to be envied: he is among them as 
though in the midst of his own family ; and meanwhile, 
his fame is noised abroad far and near. He has cast 
a veil of soothing incense over the eyes of the peo- 
ple : he has flattered them vastly, by concealing the 
sad sides of life, by exhibiting man to them as very 
beautiful. All follow him with clapping of hands, and 
rush after his triumphal chariot. Therefore he is 
spoken of as soaring above all the other geniuses of 
the universe, as the eagle soars above other birds of 
lofty flight. Fiery young hearts fall to trembling at 
the mere sound of his name : tears shine responsive to 
him in all eyes. His equal does not exist in this world. 
. . . But not such is the lot, and very different is the 
fate, of the writer who presumes to call forth into evi- 
dence all that is constantly before our eyes, and which 
our eyes do not see, — all that terrible, agitating mire 
of petty details, which enmesh our lives ; all those 
depths of cold, disturbing, commonplace .characters 
with which our earthly way, ofttimes bitter and weari- 
some, is swarming, and, with the sturdy power of a 
pitiless chisel, dares to present them conspicuously, and 
in high relief, before the eyes of the universe. Not his 
part will it be to collect the applause of the multitude, 
— not his will be the fate of beholding the tears of 
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gratitude and the unanimoos enthusiaem of those souls 
whom he himself has stirred ; the maiden of sixteen will 
never fly to meet him with whirling brain and heroic 
transports ; he will never be allowed to forget himself 
in the sweet enchantment of the sounds which he has 
himself evoked ; and, last of all, he will not be able to 
escape the judgment of his contemporaries, the hyper- 
critically unfeeling judgment, which designates as 
mean and paltry the creations which they caress, as- 
signs to him a despised corner in the line of writers who 
have insulted humanity, credits him with the character 
of the heroes whom he has delineated, and denies to 
him both heart and soul, and the god-like flame of 
talent. For contemporary judgment does not acknowl- 
edge, that, like the wonderful glasses with which one 
gazes at the sun, and which reflect the movements of 
otherwise invisible insects — contemporary judgment 
does not recognize the fact that great depth of soul is 
required in order to light up the picture drawn from the 
life of the lowly, and to convert it into a pearl of cre- 
ative art ; for contemporary judgment does not recog- 
nize the fact, that elevated and enthusiastic laughter is 
worthy of standing on the same plane with elevated 
lyrical emotion, and that a whole abyss lies between 
them and the contortions of the buffoon of the booths ! 
Contemporary judgment does not admit this, and con- 
verts every thing into a reproach and cause for blame 
against the disowned writer: like a solitary traveller, 
he remains alone in the middle of the way, without 
appanage, reply, or fortune. Gloomy is his career, 
and bitterly does he feel this. I have long been con- 
demned by some wonderful power to go hand in hand 
with my strange heroes, to view all life as it passes 
pompously by, to view it through the apparent world 
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of laughter and the tears which are invisible, unknown 
to it. And the time has long since passed away when 
the wild storm of inspiration gushes forth, as from a 
spring, from the head enveloped in pious horror and 
glitter, and the majestic thunder of other tongues is 
perceptible through the agitated tumult. . . . 

To my tale ! To my tale ! away with the wrinkle 
which has intruded itself on my brow, and the dark 
gloom of my face ! Let us fling ourselves with one 
dash and at a bound into life, with all its mutter, 
clatter, and jingling of bells, and observe what Tchit- 
chikoff is doing. 

Tchitchikoff awoke, stretched out his arms and legs, 
and felt that he had slept well. After lying a couple 
of minutes on his back, he snapped his fingers, and re- 
called, with a beaming face, that he now had nearly 
four hundred souls. Thereupon he leaped from his 
bed, without even looking at his face, which he sin- 
cerely loved, and in which he seemed to find the chin 
the most attractive feature, for he frequently praised it 
in the presence of his friends, especially if they chanced 
to be present while he was shaving. ** Look here,'* he 
generally said, "see what a chin I have : it is perfectly 
round.'* But now he glanced neither at his chin nor at 
his face, but straight ahead wherever his eyes chanced 
to fall, put on his morocco boots with ornamental pat- 
terns of many colors, such as Torzhok town skilfully 
supplies, thanks to the instinct of Russians for dress- 
ing-gowns, and in Scottish fashion, clad only in his 
short shirt, and forgetful of his dignity and his respect- 
able middle age, he executed a couple of leaps about 
the room, cracking his heels very cleverly. Then he 
instantly set to work : he rubbed his hands before his 
dressing-case with as much satisfaction as an incor- 
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ruptible district judge, who is out on a judicial investi- 
gation, rube liis when he approaches the zakuska, and 
immediately drew from it his papers. He was anxious 
to settle matters at once, and not allow them to suffer 
any delay. He decided to draw up the bills of sale 
himself, to write and copy them, in order that he might 
not be obliged to pay any lawyer. He was perfectly 
well acquainted with the legal form : he set forth boldly, 
in large letters, "Year one thousand eight hundred and 
so-and-so;" then, in small letters, "Landed proprie- 
tor, so-and-so,*' and all the rest that was necessary. 
In a couple of hours all was ready. When he glanced 
after this at these lists, at the muzhiks who had actu- 
ally been muzhiks once upon a time, — had toiled, and 
got drunk, and acted as izvoshtchiks, had cheated their 
master, and, possibly, had been simply good muzhiks, 
— a certain feeling overpowered him, which was strange 
and incomprehensible, even to himself. Each one of 
the lists seemed to jwssess a special character; and, 
more than that, the muzhiks themselves seemed to have 
acquired a special character. Nearly all the muzhiks 
which had belonged to Madame Korobotchka seemed to 
have supplementary names and nicknames. Pliush- 
kin's list was distinguished by brevity of style : often 
only the first syllables of the names and surnames were 
given, and these were followed by a couple of dots. 
Sobakevitch's register was remarkable for its fulness 
and minuteness of detail : not a single one of the muz- 
hiks' qualities was omitted; of one it was said, "A 
good cabinet-maker ; ' * to the name of another was ap- 
pended, "He is intelligent, and does not get drunk.'* 
Such facts were also indicated as who were the 
mother and father, and what the conduct of both had 
been : against one only, a certain Fedotoff, there was 
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written, " His father is not known, but his mother was 
the house-maid Kapitolina ; but he is of a good disposi- 
tion, and not a thief." All these details contributed 
a peculiar air of freshness : it seemed as though the 
muzhiks had been alive the day before. After in- 
dulging in a long look at their names, he felt his 
spirit grow soft within him; and he ejaculated with 
a sigh, " My good fellows ! how many there are of 
you packed in here ! What did you use to do when you 
were alive, beloved of my heart? How did you get 
along?*' And his eyes rested involuntarily on one 
family name. This was the familiar Petro SavelieflP 
Neuvazhaikoruito,* who had formerly belonged to the 
Madame Korobotchka. Again he could not refrain from 
saying, " Eh, how long that is ! It takes up a whole 
line! Were you an artisan, or a simple muzhik? 
and what death did you die ? Was it in the pot-house, 
or did some awkward cart drive over you while you 
were sleeping in the road? — Cork Stepan, carpenter^ an 
admirably sober тап, — ah, here he is ! that Cork Ste- 
pan, who should have been in the Guards. Here's that 
bogatuir. Probably he wandered all over the govern- 
ment with his axe in his belt, and his boots on his 
shoulder, ate a groschen- worth of bread, and a couple 
of dried fish, and probably brought home from each 
trip a hundred silver rubles, and perhaps he sewed it 
up in bank-notes in his linen trousers, or tucked it away 
in his boot ! What has become of you ? Did you climb 
the bell-tower to make repairs, in order to gain the 
more money, and, slipping thence from the beam, fall 
prone upon the earth, while some uncle Mikhei, who 
stood beside you, merely remarked, as he scratched the 
back of his head, ' Eh, Vanya, you did that neatly ! * 

1 « Deepiee tbe trough." 
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and, binding the rope about him, climbed up in your 
place? — Maksim Teljatnikoff, 81юетакег. He, a shoe- 
maker! *• Drunk as a cobbler^' says the proverb. I 
know, I know you, my little pigeon : if you like, I will 
relate your whole history to you. You learned your 
trade of a German, who fed you all together, beat you 
with a strap on your backs for your lack of accuracy, 
and never let you loose in the streets to play your 
pranks ; and you were a wonder, but no shoemaker ; and 
the German did not brag of you when talking with his 
wife or his comrade : and, when you had finished your 
course of instruction, ' Now I will set up an establish- 
ment of my own,' you said ; ^ but it shall not be on the 
plan of the German, who added kopek to kopek, but I 
will grow rich speedily.' And then, after paying a 
good-sized obrok to your master, you set up a little 
stall of your own, got a number of orders, and went to 
work. You purchased some rotten leather somewhere 
for a song, and you actually did make double profit on 
the boots ; but in a couple of weeks your boots broke 
through, and your customers upbraided you heartily. 
And so your little shop became deserted, and you went 
to drink and roam about the streets, declaring, ' Yes, 
things are very bad in this world ! A Russian can't 
make a living : the Germans interfere with everybody.' 
— What muzhik is this ? Elizaveta Vorobei ? Fu, the 
deuce! — a woman! How did she crowd herself in 
here ? That rascal of a Sobakevitch has put her in on 
the sly!" Tchitchikoff was right: it was a woman. 
How she got there, nobody knows ; but her name was 
so cleverly written, that, at a distance, it might well have 
been taken for that of a muzhik ; and the Christian name 
even ended in the hard sound, that is, it was Elizavet in- 
stead of Elizaveta. Still, he did not take her into favor, 
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but immediately crossed her out. "Grigoriy Go-but- 
you-won't-get- there ! -What sort of a man were you? 
Did you exercise the calling of a cabman, and, set- 
ting up a troika and a kibitka, with a cover of plaited 
mat, did you part forever from your home, from your 
native den, and go sauntering about with merchants to 
fairs ? Did you render up your soul to God on the high- 
way ? or did your friends make way with you for the 
sake of oome fat and red-cheeked soldier's widow? or 
did some vagabonds in the forest take a fancy to your 
leather mittens, and your troika of big-paunched but 
sturdy little horses? or did you, perchance, set to 
thinking, thinking, as you lay upon the oven-shelf, and 
so return, without why or wherefore, to the pot-house, 
and then straight to the cutting in the woods, and then 
disappear without a trace ? Eh, this Russian folk ! it 
does not like to die in its bed. 

"And how about you, my little doves?" he con- 
tinued, casting his eyes upon the paper, on which 
were inscribed the names of Pliushkin's fugitive souls. 
"Though you are still in the land of the living, it is 
useless to think of you : you are just the same as 
though you were dead. And whither are your nimble 
feet bearing you now? Were you badly off with 
Pliushkin ? or was it simply a desire to roam the forest, 
and plunder travellers, which caused your flight? Are 
you sitting in prison now, or have you attached your- 
selves to another master ? and are you engaged in tilling 
the soil? — Yeremei Karyakin, Nikita Volokita, his son, 
Anton Volokita. ... It is evident from the names of 
these fellows, that they were good fugitives. — Popoff, 
house-serf : he must know how to read and write. ' I,* 
says he, ' have not gone to work with a knife in my 
hand: I have robbed men in an honorable way.' But 
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lo! the captain-ispravnik has caaght you without a 
passport. You bear confrontation boldly. ' To whom 
do yon belong?' says the captain-ispravnik, treating 
you on this safe occasion to a forcible word. 'To 
such and such a proprietor/ you answer boldly. ' Why 
are you here?' says the captain-ispravnik. 'I have 
been released on obrok^* ^ you reply without hesitation. 
' Where's your passport ? ' — * My master, myeslUclianin^ 
PimenoflP has it.* — ' Summon myeshtchanin Pimenoff ! 
You are Pimenoff?* — 'I am Pimenoff.' — 'Did he 
give you his passport?' — ' No, he gave me no pass- 
port.' — 'So you have been lying?' says the captain- 
ispravnik, adding a strong word. ' Exactly,' you 
answer with audacity ; ' I did not give him my pass- 
port, because I came home late: but I gave it to 
Antip Prokhoroff, the bell-ringer, to take care of.' — 
' Summon the bell-ringer ! Did he give you his pass- 
port? ' — ' No, I have received no passport from him.' 
— ' So you have been lying again ? * says the captain- 
ispravnik, strengthening his speech with a forcible 
expression : ' where's your passport ? ' — 'I did have 
it,' you reply quickly; 'but perhaps, yes, it is evident 
that I have lost it somewhere on the road.* — ' And how 
about the military cloak ? * says the captain-ispravnik, 
nailing you again with some vigorous little word as a 
gratuitous gift : ' why did you carry that off, and the 
priest's coffer, too, with his copper coins?' — 'I did 
nothing of the sort,* you reply without shrinking: 'I 
have never appeared in connection with any robbery.* 
— ' Then why was the cloak found in your possession ? * 
— ' I cannot say ; probably some one else brought it 
there.* — ' Ah, you beast, you beast ! ' says the captain- 

1 Money-tax paid instead of personal labor. 

* A epecial class of citizens, wbo pay no guild-taxes, but only a poll-tax. 
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ispravnik, shaking his head, and holding on to his sides. 
'Put fetters on his feet, and carry him off to prison.' 
— * As you like.*^ I will go with pleasure,' you reply. 
And, pulling your snuff-box from your pocket, you treat 
a couple of invalid soldiers to a friendly pinch, as they 
put the wooden fetters on you ; and you ask them 
whether they have been on the retired list for a long 
time, and what wars they have taken part in. And so 
you live on in prison, while your case is being settled 
in court. And the judge writes, that you are to be 
transported from Tzarevo-Kokzhaisk to the prison of 
such and such a town ; and there, the judge writes 
again, that you are to be taken to some Vesiegonsk 
or other ; and thus you pass from prison to prison, and 
you say, as you survey your new residence, ' Yes, this 
Vesiegonsk prison will be cleaner; and if I take a 
fancy to play at knuckle-bones, there will be room to 
do it; and there is more company here besides.' — 
Abakum Fuiroff! what are you, my good fellow? 
where, in what regions, are you roaming? Have you 
strayed to the Volga, become enamoured of the free 
life, and joined the 6wrZaA:t7 " ^ . . . Here Tchitchikoff 
paused, and fell into light reflection. Of what was he 
thinking ? Was he meditating on the fate of Abakum 
Fuiroff? or was he simply dreaming, as every Russian 
dreams, no matter what his age, rank, and property 
may be, when be begins to reflect upon the gayety of 
an unrestrained life? And, in fact, where is Fuiroff 
now ? He is roaming gayly and iaoisily on the grain- 
wharves, bargaining with the merchants for his seiTices. 
With flowers and ribbons in their hats, the band of 
burlaki is making merry, and bidding farewell to their 
sweethearts and wives, — tall, well-formed women, 

^ Boatman upon barke on the Volga. 
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decked with bead necklaces and ribbons. There are 
khorovods^ and songs: the whole market-place is in 
a ferment ; and, meanwhile, the porters, amid shouts, 
dispute, and urging, are dragging loads weighing as 
much as nine poods ' on their backs, with their hooks ; 
they noisily throw wheat and peas into the holds of 
the vessels; roll bales of oats and groats; and far- 
ther off, all over the market-place, sacks are visi- 
ble, piled up in pyramids like cannon-balls ; and the 
granary gazes down like a colossus on it all, until 
it has all been loaded into the vast flat-boats, and 
until the interminable flotilla is borne off as buoy- 
antly as a goose, along with the ice-cakes of spring. 
There shall ye earn your bread with toil, ye burlaki ; 
and there, after first having rioted and caroused, will 
ye betake yourselves to work and sweat, in a friendly 
way dragging the towing-rope to the accompaniment 
of an endless song, according to the custom of the 
Russian man. 

" Heigho ! twelve o'clock ! " said Tchitchikoff, glan- 
cing at his watch. " What have I been keeping shut 
up all this time for? Here I might have finished my 
business, and instead of that, I first wasted time in 
foolish chatter, and then fell to thinking. Well, I 
am a fool, and that's a fact!" So saying, he ex- 
changed his Scottish costume for one patronized by 
Europeans, drew the buckle of his waistcoat as tightly 
as possible, sprinkled himself with eau -de -cologne^ 
took his warm cap in his hand, and his papers under 
his arm, and set out for the city court-house to com- 
plete the sales. He made haste, not because he was 
afraid of being late, — he was not afraid of being late, 
because the president of the court was a friend of his, 

1 Oboral dances. * Three hundred and eixiy pounds. 
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and could lengthen or curtail the audience as he thought 
good, like the old Zeus of Homer, who protracted the 
days, and sent swift nights, when it was necessary to 
cut short the battles of his favorite heroes, or to give 
them an opportunity to finish their combat, — but he felt 
within him a desire to bring matters to a conclusion as 
speedily as possible ; he felt, that, until this was done, 
he should be awkward and uneasy ; the thought also 
occurred to him, that the souls were not in existence at 
all, and that, under these circumstances, it was neces- 
sary to remove such a burden from the shoulders as 
speedily as possible. He had no sooner got into the 
street, and while he was still engaged in thinking of 
these matters, — and at the same time drawing his bear- 
skin cloak, covered with light-brown cloth, over his 
shoulders, — than he came in contact, at the very turn 
of the lane, with, a gentleman, also clad in a bear-skin 
cloak, covered with light-brown cloth, and a warm cap 
with ear-pieces. The gentleman uttered an exclama- 
tion : it was Maniloff. They immediately clasped each 
other in a close embrace, and stood there in the street 
for full five minutes in that attitude. Their kisses 
were so vigorous on both sides, that their front teeth 
ached for the whole day afterwards. Maniloff's joy 
was so great, that nothing was left of his face but nose 
and lips : his eyes disappeared completely. He held 
Tchitchikoff's hand in both of his for a quarter of an 
hour, and made it frightfully warm. He related in the 
most delicate and agreeable terms how he had flown to 
embrace Pavel Ivanovitch : his speech concluded with 
such a compliment as is hardly permissible except to a 
young girl, with whom one is on the point of dancing. 
Tchitchikoff had already opened his mouth without 
himself knowing how to thank him, when, all at once, 
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Maniloff pulled a paper from beneath his cloak, twisted 
up in a roll, and tied with a narrow pink ribbon. 

''What is this?" 

"Muzhiks!" 

" Ah ! " Then he unrolled it, ran his eyes over it, 
and was amazed at the clearness and elegance of the 
writing. " This is splendidly written,'* said he: '* it 
will not be necessary to copy it. There is even a 
border all around it ! Who made the border so taste- 
fully?" 

*' Well, you must not ask," said Maniloff. 

''You?" 

"My wife." 

" Ah, good Heavens ! I am really ashamed that she 
should have taken so much trouble." 

"There is no such thing as trouble, when Pavel 
Ivanovitch is in question." 

Tchitchikoff made a bow of gi^atitude. On learning 
that he was on his way to the court-house, to complete 
the deed of sale, Maniloff expressed a readiness to ac- 
company him. 

The friends locked arms, and set off together. At 
every elevation, however small, at every little rise of 
ground, or step, Maniloff supported Tchitchikoff, and 
almost lifted him up by his arm, accompanying the ac- 
tion with an agreeable smile and the remark that he 
would by no means suffer Pavel Ivanovitch to hurt his 
little feet. Tchitchikoff felt conscience-stricken, since 
he did not know how to return thanks, but did know 
that he was rather heavy. By dint of mutual assist- 
ance, they finally arri\'ed on the market-place, where the 
court-house was situated, — a large, three-story building 
of stone, and all as white as chalk, in allusion, prol)- 
ably, to the purity of soul of the public offices which 
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were lodged within it. The other buildings on the 
square did not correspond in size with the stone edifice. 
They consisted of a sentry-box, before which stood a 
soldier with a gun ; two or three cabmen's stands ; and, 
last of all, a long fence, with the designs common to 
fences, executed in chalk and charcoal. There was 
nothing else on this lonely, or, as it is expressed among 
us, handsome, square. From the second and third 
story windows were thrust the incorruptible heads of 
Themis' priests ; and at the same instant they were 
again withdrawn : probably the chief entered the room 
at that moment. 

The friends did not walk, but ran, up the staircase ; 
for Tchitchikoff, in endeavoring to avoid the support 
of ManiloflF beneath his arm, quickened his pace ; and 
Maniloff, on his side, flew on in advance, in order not 
to allow Tchitchikoff to get the advantage of him ; so 
both were very much out of breath when they finally 
arrived in the dark corridor. Neither in the corri- 
dor nor in the rooms were their glances surpnsed by 
cleanliness. Up to that time, people did not trouble 
themseh'es on that point, and that which was dirty re- 
mained dirty. Themis received her guests just as she 
was, simply, without paying any heed to her outward 
appearance, in negligee and wrapper. The chancellery 
room through which our heroes passed should be de- 
scribed, but the author cherishes a strong timidity in 
the presence of all places connected with the law. 
Even when it has been his lot to pass through them in 
their brilliant and noble condition, with polished floors 
and tables, he has tried to hasten along as quickly as 
possible, with his eyes cast modestly on the earth ; 
and, therefore, he does not know in the least in what 
a flourishing and agreeable state things were. Our 
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heroes saw a great many documents, both in the rough 
draft and clean copy, bent beads, broad napes of 
necks, swallow-tailed coats, surtouts of provincial cut, 
and even a simple light-gray round jacket, which stood 
out very sharply from among the rest, and whose owner, 
with his head bent to one side, and almost reclining on 
the paper, was writing boldly and with a practised 
hand some protocol about the seizure of land, or the 
description of an estate which had been seized by some 
peaceable proprietor, who was passing his life in chaise 
of the court, and rearing children and grandchildren 
under its protection ; and they heard brief fragments 
of exclamations uttered in a hoarse voice, " Matter No. 
368, if you please, Fedosiy Fedosievitch! " — '' You 
are always carrying off the stopper to the court ink- 
bottle!" Sometimes a more commanding voice, be- 
longing probably to some of the superior officials, rang 
out imperiously, "There, copy that! if you don't, 
your boots shall be taken away, and you shall sit in my 
office without food for six days ! " 

The noise of the pens was very great, and resembled 
that of several telyegas loaded with brushwood passing 
through the forest, which was heaped a quarter of an 
arshin ^ high with dried leaves. 

Tchitchikoff and Maniloff approached the first de- 
partment, where sat two officials, who were still young, 
and inquired, — 

*' Will you be so kind as to tell us where is the 
proper place for recording the sales of serfs? " 

"What do you want?" said both functionaries, 
turning round. 

" I want to present a petition." 

" What have you been buying? " 

1 Seven inches. 
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" I wish to know first, where the serf department is, 
— here, or somewhere else? *' 

" Tell first what you have bought, and what price 
you paid, and then we will tell you where to go ; but 
it's impossible to know otherwise." 

Tchitehikoff immediately perceived that the officials 
were simply curious, like all young officials, and wanted 
to impart more weight and importance to their calling. 

" Listen, my dear fellows," said he : "I know per- 
fectly well, that all affairs connected with serfs, no 
matter what the price paid may have been, are trans- 
acted in one place ; and I therefore beg you to show us 
the department ; and if you do not know what is going 
on here about you, then we will inquire of some one 
else." 

To this, the functionaries made no reply : one of them 
merely pointed his finger towards one corner of the 
room, where sat an old man docketing papers. Tchi- 
tehikoff made his way among the departments, and 
straight up to him. The old man was very much ab- 
sorbed in his occupation. 

" Permit me to inquire," said Tchitehikoff, with a 
bow, " whether this is the place for matters connected 
with sales of serfs? " 

The old man raised his eyes, and said in a halting 
way, " This is not the place for serf -sales." 

''Where is it, then?" 

"In the serf department." 

"And where is the serf department?" 

" Ivan Antonovitch has charge of it." 

"And where is Ivan Antonovitch? " 

The old man thrust out his finger towards another 
comer of the room. Tchitehikoff and Maniloff betook 
themselves to Ivan Antonovitch. Ivan Antonovitch 
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had already cast an eye behind him, and taken a 
stealthy survey of them, but instantly buried himself 
again, more intently than ever, in his writing. 

''Permit me to inquire," said Tehitchikoflf, with a 
bow, " whether this is the place for the transaction of 
business connected with the sale of serfs? " 

Ivan Antonovitch pretended not to hear, and, without 
vouchsafing any reply, became wholly absorbed in his 
papers. It all at once became apparent that he had 
attained to years of discretion, — that he was not at 
all a youthful fop and chatterer. Ivan Antonovitch 
seemed to be well past forty. His hair was black and 
thick. The whole middle of his face projected, reach- 
ing the apex in his nose : in a word, it was one of 
those faces which is designated in common life as a 
''jug phiz.*' 

"Allow me to inquire whether this is the serf depart- 
ment?" repeated Tchitchikoff. 

"Yes," said Ivan Antonovitch, turned his jug face 
round, and went on with his writing. 

"This is ray business. I have purchased peasants 
for exportation from various proprietors in this district. 
I have the deeds of sale : all that remains is to com- 
plete them." 

"Are the sellers present? " 

" Some are here : from the others I have written 
authority." 

" Have you brought your application ? " 

" I have. I should like — I am in somewhat of 
a hurry. . . . Could not the business be finished to- 
day, for instance ? " 

"Well, to-day! it is impossible to-day," said Ivan 
Antonovitch. " Inquiries must first be instituted as to 
whether there is any thing illegal about it." 
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"As far as that is concerned, and in order that the 
affair may be expedited, I will mention that Ivan 
Grigorievitch, the president of the court, is a great* 
friend of mine" . . . 

" Yes ; but Ivan Grigorievitch is not the only person 
in the world to be considered; there are others,'* said 
Ivan Antonovitch grimly. 

Tchitchikoff understood the hint conveyed by Ivan 
Antonovitch, and said, "The others will not be left 
dissatisfied. I have been in the service myself: I 
know how the business is managed." . . . 

" Go to Ivan Grigorievitch," said Ivan Antonovitch, 
in a somewhat mollified voice. " Let him give orders 
to the proper persons, but the matter does not depend 
on us." 

Tchitchikoff, pulling a bank-note from his pocket, 
laid it before Ivan Antonovitch, which the latter did 
not notice in the least, but immediately covered with a 
book. Tchitchikoff was about to point it out to him ; 
but Ivan Antonovitch let it be understood, by a mo- 
tion of his head, that it was not necessary to point 
to it. 

"There, he will conduct you to the court-room," 
said Ivan Antonovitch, nodding his head ; and one of 
the persons present, who offered sacrifices to Themis 
with such fervor that both sleeves had burst at the 
elbow, and the patch had long since disappeared, — 
this man, who had received a collegiate registratorship 
in his day for his services, — aided our friends, as Virgil 
sei-ved Dante in the olden days, and guided them to 
the court- room, where there was nothing but an ample 
arm-chair, in which, behind two ponderous books and a 
mirror of the laws, sat the president alone, like the 
sun. The new Virgil felt such reverence for this apart- 
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roent, that he did not presume to set his foot in it, and 
turned back, thereby exhibiting his back, which was as 
polished as haircloth, with a chicken's feather sticking 
to it here and there. On entering the audience-cham- 
ber, they perceived that the president was not alone : 
beside him sat Sobakevitch, entirely concealed by the 
zertzalo.^ The entrance of the visitora elicited an ex- 
clamation, and the presidential chair was shoved back 
noisily. Sobakevitch also rose from his chair, with 
his long sleeves, and became entirely visible. The 
president received Tchitchikoff into his embrace, and 
the audience-chamber resounded with kisses as the two 
friends inquired after each other's health. It then 
appeared that they both had the back-ache, which was 
immediately attributed to their sedentary life. Tlie 
president, it seemed, had already been informed by 
Sobakevitch of the purchases ; for he immediately be- 
gan to congratulate our hero, which threw him into 
some confusion at first, especially when he perceived 
that Sobakevitch and MauiloflF, both of the dealera 
with whom the business had been privately transacted, 
now stood face to face. However, he thanked the 
president ; and turning immediately to Sobakevitch, he 
inquired, "And how is your health?" 

"Glory to God, I do not complain," said Sobake- 
vitch. And, in fact, he had nothing to complain of. 
Iron would sooner take cold and cough than this mar- 
vellously formed proprietor. 

" Yes, you have always gloried in your health," said 
the president ; " and your late father was also a strong 
man." 

* Zertgalo. A email, three elded frame, containing tinder glaee the three 
ukases of Peter the Great, and the imperial eagle, which stands on the table 
of every court-room in Russia. 
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*' Yes : he went bear-bunting alone," replied Sobake- 
vitch. 

"But it seems to me," said the president, "that 
you might also overthrow a bear if you wished to go 
out and encounter him.*' 

* "No, I could not throw him," answered Sobake- 
vitch. " The deceased was much stronger than I am." 
And he continued, with a sigh, " No, there are no such 
people now. Here is my life, for example. . . . What 
sort of a life is it? It is nothing but "... 

" In what respect is your life not agreeable? " said 
the president. 

" It's not good, not good ! " said Sobakevitch, 
shaking his head. "Judge for yourself, Ivan Gri- 
gorievitch. I have lived fifty years ; I have never once 
been ill ; I have had not so much as a throat-ache, nor 
has an ulcer or a boil broken out. . . . No, it is not 
a good omen. Some time or other I shall have to pay 
for this!" Here Sobakevitch plunged into profound 
melancholy. 

"Eh, what a man!" thought Tchitchikoff and the 
president simultaneously. " What a thing he has hit 
upon to fret about!" 

" I have a little note for you," said Tchitchikoff, 
pulling Pliushkin's letter out of his pocket. 

" From whom? " said the president. And breaking 
the seal, he exclaimed, "Ah, from Pliushkin ! Is he 
still vegetating on in this world? That's a case of 
fate. He used to be the most sensible, the wealthiest, 
of men. But now" . . . 

" He's a dog ! " said Sobakevitch, " a scoundrel ! he 
has starved all his i>eople to death." 

"Certainly, certainly," said the president, when he 
had finished reading the letter. " I am ready to be his 
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agent. When do you wish to complete the sale, — now, 
or later?" 

'' Now," said TehitchikoflF : " I will even request you 
that it may be to-day, if possible ; for I wish to go oat 
of town to-morrow. I have brought the bill of sale 
and the application." 

*' That is all very well, only, whatever may be your 
wishes in the matter, we shall not let you go so soon. 
The deeds of sale will be completed to-day, but you 
must remain with us. I will give orders immediately," 
said he, and opened the door to the offices, all filled 
with functionaries, who resembled industiious bees, 
scattered over the comb, if only a honey-comb may be 
compared to government offices. '* Is Ivan Antono- 
vitch here?" 

*' Yes," replied a voice within. 

'* Send him here." 

Ivan Antonovitch of the jug face, who is already 
familiar to the reader, presented himself in the audi- 
ence-chamber, and bowed respectfully. 

''Here, Ivan Grigorievitch, take all these bills of 
sale of serfs, and have them " — 

"And don't forget, Ivan Grigorievitch," broke in 
Sobakevitch, " that at least two witnesses will be re- 
quired on both sides. Send to the procurator at once : 
he is a man of leisure, and is probably at home ; Law- 
yer Zalotukha, the greatest robber on earth, does every 
thing for him. The inspector of the Medical Institute, 
he's a gentleman of leisure, too, and is probably at 
home, if he has not gone off somewhere to play cards ; 
but there are plenty who are nearer at hand : Trukha- 
tchevsky, Byegushkin, — they are all useless cumberers 
of the earth! " 

"Exactly, exactly!" said the president; and he 
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immediately despatched a clerk in search of all of 
them. 

"I will also request you," said Tchitchikoff, "to 
send for the representative of a lady land-owner, with 
whom I have concluded a bargain, — the son of the 
protopope Father Kirill : he serves under you." 

"Certainly! We'll send for him," said the presi- 
dent : " every thing shall be done, and you shall give 
nothing to the officials ; this I must beg of you. My 
friends must not pay." So saying, he immediately gave 
some order to Ivan Antonovitcli, which evidently was 
displeasing to the latter. The deeds seemed to pro- 
duce a favorable impression on the president, espe- 
cially when he perceived that the purchases represented 
in all nearly a hundred thousand rubles. He looked 
Tchitchikoff in the eye for several minutes, with an 
expression of the greatest satisfaction, and at length 
remarked, — 

" Well, really ! This is the way to do things, Pavel 
Ivanovitch ! So you have acquired all these ? ' 

" Yes," replied Tchitchikoff. 

" It's a fine transaction ! truly, a fine piece of busi- 
ness!" \ 

"Yes: I see, myself, that a finer piece of business 
could not be undertaken. At all events, a man's ob- 
ject is not yet defined, if he has not fixed his foot 
firmly on a durable foundation, in place of some un- 
steady chimera of youth." Here he very opportunely 
introduced some reproaches against all young men for 
liberalism, and not without justice. But it was worthy 
of note that there was a certain lack of firmness in his 
own words, as though he were saying to himself all the 
while, " Eh, my good fellow, you are lying, and stoutly 
at that 1 ** He did not even glance at Sobakevitch and 
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Maniloff, for fear of meeting something or other in 
their faces. But his fears were groundless : Sobake- 
vitch*8 face never moved ; and Maniloff, enchanted 
with his phrases, only nodded his head approvingly, 
with satisfaction, as he sank into that attitude in which 
the music-lover finds himself, when the songstress has 
outdone the fiddle itself, and has piped out a note so 
thin, that even a bird's throat is incapable of utter- 
ing it. 

*' Why don't you tell Ivan Grigorievitch," called out 
Sobakevitch, " just what you have bought? And you, 
Ivan Grigorievitch, why don't you ask him what sort of 
an acquisition he has made ? Such people ! Simply 
gold ! Why, I have sold him my carriage-maker, 
Mikhyeff!" 

*' No : you haven't sold Mikhyeff, though? " said the 
president "I know that carriage-maker, Mikhyeff; 
he was a capital workman ; he repaired a drozhky for 
me once. Only, excuse me, how is this? . . . You 
certainly told me that he was dead." 

"What! Mikhyeff dead?" said Sobakevitch, not 
in the least discomposed. "It was his brother who 
died ; but he's very much alive, and in better health 
than ever. A few days ago, he began a britchka, such 
as you can't get made, even in Moscow. Just at pres- 
ent, he works for no one but the Emperor." 

"Yes, Mikhyeff is a capital workman," said the 
president, " and I am even surprised that you could 
part with him." 

" Yes, and not Mikhyeff only ! But Cork Stepan, 
the carpenter; Milushkin, the brickmaker ; Maksim 
Telyatnikoff , the shoemaker — they are all gone : I've 
sold them all." And when the president inquired why 
he had sold them, since they were all men who were 
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indispensable about a house, and artisans, Sobakevitch 
replied, with a wave of his hand, " Ah, well ! the fancy 
struck me. ' Come,* I said to myself, ' 1*11 sell them ; ' 
and so I did, in a freak.*' Thereupon he hung his head, 
as though he repented of his deed, and added, '' Here 
I am, a gray-haired man, and I haven*t acquired any 
sense to this day." 

" But excuse me, Pavel Ivanovitch,** said the presi- 
dent, '' how does it come that you are purchasing serfs 
without the land? Are they for colonization? *' 

" Yes, for colonization." 

*' Oh, well ! if they are for colonizing purposes, it's 
quite a different matter ; and in what locality? " 

'^ The locality ... Oh ! in the Khersonese Govern- 
ment." 

''Oh, the land is excellent there! " said the presi- 
dent, and expressed himself in very laudatory terms 
with regard to the growth of the grass there. 

" And have you a sufficient amount of land? " 

'' I have as much as is necessary for the serfs which 
I have bought.** 

" Is there a river or a pond ? *' 

"A river. And there is a pond besides." After say- 
ing this, Tchitchikoff glanced, unintentionally, at Soba- 
keviteli ; and, although Sobakevitch was as stolid as 
ever, it seemed to him as though there were written on 
his face, "Oi, you're lying ! You haven* t any river, or 
pond, or land, at all ! " 

During the course of this conversation, the witnesses 
began gradually to make their appearance, — the blink- 
ing procurator, who is already known to the reader; 
the inspector of the Medical Institute, Trukhatchevsky, 
Byegushkin, and the other " cumberers of the earth," 
ae Sobakevitch expressed it. Many of them were en- 
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tirely anknown to Tchitchikoff : all who were lacking, 
and some extra ones, were provided on the spot from 
among the officials of the court. Not only was the son 
of the protopope. Father Kirill, brought, but even the 
protopope himself. £ach of the witnesses signed with 
all his ranks and titles : some in a reversed handwriting ; 
some in a slanting hand ; some simply upside down, — 
introducing such letters as were surely never yet be- 
held in the Russian alphabet. Our well-known Ivan 
Antonovitch did his work very briskly. The deeds of 
sale were recorded, the dates were entered, they were 
copied in the books, and, where it was proper, with the 
charge of half a per cent, for sealing in the registers ; 
and Tchitchikoff had only to pay a minimum. The 
president even ordered that only one-half the tax 
should be demanded of him ; and the other half was, 
in some manner, transferred to the account of another 
applicant. 

'' So now," said the president, when all was over, 
" it only remains to wet down the contracts.*' 

'* 1 am ready," said Tchitchikoff. " It only depends 
on you io name a time. It would be a sin on my part 
if I dk\ not uncork two or three bottles of foaming 
wine for such an agreeable company." 

'' No i you have not taken the matter aright. We 
are going to provide the foaming material ourselves," 
gaitl the president. "It is an obligation : it is our 
duty. Yoa are our guest : we must entertain you. Do 
you know what, gentlemen ? This is what we will do 
instead : we will all go, as many as there are present, 
to ttie ebief of police's ; he's a wonderful fellow ! it 
will only tfike him a minute to pass along through the 
fish-maiket or the wincrcellars, and you know how we 
shall fare then ! And we'll have a little whist-party to 
celebratk? this occasion." 



L 
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No one could refuse such a proposition. The wit- 
nesses felt an appetite at the very mention of the fish- 
market : all instantly grasped their caps and hats, and 
the sitting of the court was at an end. When they 
passed through the departments, Ivan Antonovitch — 
he of the jug face — said softly to Tchitchikoff, as he 
made his bow, " You have bought one hundred thou- 
sand rubles' worth of peasants, and have given but one 
white bank-note for the labor.*' 

" Yes ; and what are peasants, after all? " Tchitchi- 
koff answered him in a corresponding whisper ; "a very 
worthless and most insignificant class of people, and 
not worth half that." Ivan Antonovitch comprehended 
then, that his visitor was of an uncompromising char- 
acter, and would give no more. 

" Why did you buy souls of Pliushkin? '* whispered 
Sobakevitch in his other ear. 

" And why did you put down Vorobei's name? " re- 
torted Tchitchikoff in reply to this. 

" What Vorobei? " said Sobakevitch. 

"Why, that woman, Elizaveta Vorobei; and you 
even put a hard letter at the end." 

" No, I wrote down no Vorobei'," said Sobakevitch, 
and joined the other guests. 

The guests finally arrived at the chief of police's 
house in a body. The chief of police really was a won- 
derful man. As soon as he learned the state of the 
case, he called to the captain of the district, a bold 
young fellow in lacquered cavalry-boots, and appar- 
ently whispered a couple of words in his ear, merely 
adding, " Do you understand? " And while the guests 
were playing whist with ardor in one room, there ap- 
peared on the table in the other, sturgeon, sterlet, sal- 
mon, sveriuga,^ pressed caviar, freshly salted caviar, 

1 A fiih of the sturgeon speciee. 
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herrings, sveriuga pasties, cheese, smoked tongues, and 
backs of sturgeon : all this was from the fish-market. 
Next appeared a contribution from the housekeepers' 
quarter, of preparations of the kitchen, — fish-head, a 
pirogge made of the cheeks and gristle of a nine-pood 
sturgeon, another pasty with pepper mushrooms, gin- 
ger-bread, butter-cakes, and vzvarenitza.^ 

The chief of police was a sort of father and benefac- 
tor to the town. He was as much at home among the 
citizens as in his own family, and visited the shops and 
bazaars as if they were his own private storeroom. It 
was even difficult to determine whether he had been 
made for the place, or the place for him. Matters were 
so cleverly conducted that he received double the reve- 
nues of his predeces30i*s, and, at the same time, he had 
won the 1ол'е of the whole town. The merchants were 
the first to fall in love with him, — because he was not 
proud ; and he actually stood godfather for theu* chil- 
dren, was their good gossip, and, although he occasion- 
ally quarrelled violently with them, he did it very skil- 
fully : he would tap them on the shoulder, laugh, and treat 
them to tea, and promise to come and play checkers 
with them, and inquire about every thing ; all about their 
petty affairs, and the how and the why : if he learned 
that a little child had fallen ill, he would recommend 
medicine ; in a word, he was a fine fellow. He would 
ride along in his drozhky, and give his orders, and at 
the same time he would drop a little word to this one or 
to that, "How are you, Mikhyeitch? I must play out 
that game of gorka^ with you one of these days." — 
"Yes, Alexei Ivanovitch,** the other would reply, as he 

* A eplced drink made of beer, brandy, and mead. 

* Oorka, literally, a little hill, — a card-game, ~ perhaps from the amount 
of money which one can lose at it. 
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pulled off his hat, *'80 you must.** — "Well, Ilya 
Paramoniteh, my good fellow, come to my house, and 
take a look at my trotter : he'll beat yours, even if you 
hitch him to a racing drozhky ; we'll try it." The mer- 
chant, who was crazy on the subject of the trotter, 
smiled upon this with especial favor, as the saying 
goes, and stroked his beard as he said, " We will try, 
Alexei Ivanovitch." Even the shop-clerks, who had 
generally removed their caps by this time, gazed with 
satisfaction at each other, as much as to say, *•' Alexei 
Ivanovitch is a fine man ! ' ' In short, he had succeeded 
in winning the entire populace ; and the opinion of the 
merchants was, that, '' Although Alexei Ivanovitch does 
plunder us, he will not betray us." 

Perceiving that the luncheon was ready, the chief of 
police proposed to his guests that they should finish 
their game of whist after the meal ; and they all betook 
themselves to the adjoining room, whence an odor which 
tickled their nostrils agreeably had long been issuing : 
Sobakevitch had peeped through the door a good while 
before, and had caught sight of the sturgeon reposing 
on a huge platter in the distance. When each of the 
guests had drunk a glass of vodka of that olive hue 
such as is possessed only by those Siberian stones from 
which seals are cut in Russia, they approached the 
table from all quarters with forks, and began to exhibit 
their characters, as the saying is, and their predilec- 
tions, some attacking the caviar, others the sturgeon, 
and others the cheese. Sobakevitch, paying no heed 
to these trifles, attached himself to the sturgeon ; and in 
a little more than a quarter of an hour, while the rest 
were eating, drinking, and conversing, he completely 
made way with it, so that when the chief of police hap- 
pened to remember it, and said to his guests, "And 
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what do you think of this product of nature, gentle- 
men?" and approached it with his fork, in the (bm- 
pany of the rest, he saw that nothing was left of that 
product of nature except the tail. But Sobakevitch 
kept quiet, as though it were not his doing ; and, march- 
ing up to the dish which was farthest off, he thrust his 
fork into a small dried fish. After finishing the stur- 
geon, Sobakevitch seated himself in an arm-chair, and 
neither ate nor drank any more, but merely screwed up 
his eyes, and blinked. The chief of police was not fond 
of sparing his wine, it appeared ; and there was no end 
to the toasts. The first toast was drunk, as the reader 
may have divined for himself, to the health of the new 
landed proprietor in the Khersonese, and then to the 
welfare of his serfs and to their successful transporta- 
tion ; then to the health of his future beautiful wife, 
which evoked a pleased smile on the lips of our hero. 
They surrounded him on all sides, and began to entreat 
him to remain at least two weeks in town : " No, Pavel 
Ivanovitch ! You may say what you like, it will always 
turn out the same, — you only cool the izbd by standing 
on the threshold, and then retreating ! No, you shall 
stay a while with us ! We'll marry you off ! — We will 
marry him, won't we, Ivan Grigorievitch ? " 

" We'll marry him ! we'll marry him ! " The presi- 
dent of the court caught up the refrain. "You may 
defend yourself with hands and feet, but we'll marry 
you all the same. No, my dear fellow, you have 
come hither ; so don't complain. We are not fond of 
jesting." 

"What ! Why should I resist with hands and feet? " 
said Tchitchikoff, laughing. "Marriage is not such 
a thing that one . . • But there would have to be a 
bride." 
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*'A bride will be provided. Why not? You shall 
have every thiag, — every thing that you wish ! " 

''And if' ... 

" Bravo ! he will stay ! *' they all exclaimed. "Viva, 
hurrah! Pavel Ivanovitch ! Hurrah!" And they all 
crowded round him to touch his glass with the glasses 
which they held in their hands. Tchitchikoff clinked 
glasses with all. "No, no! once more!*' exclaimed 
the more enthusiastic ; and again they clinked. Then 
they came up to touch glasses a third time, and for the 
third time they clinked. All had become extremely 
merry in a very short space of time. The president, 
who was a very charming man when he got excited, 
embraced Tchitchikoff several times, exclaiming, in the 
fulness of his heart, "My soul! my mamma!" and, 
cracking his fingers, he even began to dance around 
him, humming the well-known song, "Ah ! thou art so 
good, so good, thou Komarinsk muzhik ! " 

After the champagne, they opened some Hungarian 
wine, which raised their spirits to a still higher level, 
and rendered the company extremely lively. They had 
forgotten all about their whist. They put questions ; 
laughed and talked about every thing, — about politics, 
and even about military matters ; freely expressing sen- 
timents for which they would have whipped their chil- 
dren at another time. They settled a multitude of the 
most difficult questions. Tchitchikoff had never found 
himself in such a merry mood. He fancied that he 
was actually a landed proprietor in the Khersonese, 
and talked about various improvements, — about three- 
field farming; about the happiness and bliss of two 
souls ; and began to recite to Sobakevitch, Werther's 
message to Charlotte, in verse, at which the latter only 
blinked as be sat in his arm-chair ; for after that stur- 
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geon he felt strongly impelled to sleep. Tehitchikoff 
became conscious liimself that he was growing too com- 
municative ; asked for a carriage, and availed himself 
of the procurator's drozhky. The procurator's coach- 
man was an experienced young fellow, as soon became 
apparent on the road ; for he drove with one hand, and, 
thrusting the other behind him, he supported his master. 
In this manner was Tehitchikoff conveyed in the pro- 
curator's drozhky to his inn, where all sorts of nonsense 
still continued to roll off of his tongue for a long while, 
— a golden-haired bride with rosy cheeks, and a dimple 
on the right one ; estates in the Khersonese, and capi- 
tal. Selifan even received instructions to collect all 
the newly purchased serfs, in order that the roll might 
be called of them. Selifan listened for a long time in 
silence, and then left the room, remarking to Petrushka, 
*' Go undress the master ! " 

Petrushka set about removing his mast^er's boots, 
and came near dragging him on to the floor with them. 
But at last the boots were removed, the master properly 
undressed, and after tossing about for a while on the 
bed, which creaked unmercifully, he finally fell asleep, 
fully convinced that he was a land-owner in the Kher- 
sonese. But in the mean while Petrushka had carried 
his trousers and his much-cut-out cranberry-colored 
coat into the corridor; and, hanging them on the 
stretcher, he began to beat and brush them so that 
the dust flew all over the corridor. As he was pre- 
paring to take them down, he glanced from the gallery 
beneath, and perceived Selifan just coming from the 
stable. Their glances met, and they understood each 
other by instinct : the master had fallen asleep ; they 
could take a little run on their own account. Can-ying 
the coat and trousers into the room, Petrushka immedi- 
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ately went down-stairs ; and they both set off, without 
uttering a single word to each other as to the object of 
their expedition, and chatting on the way of a totally 
different subject. Their walk was not a long one: 
they only went just across the street, to a building 
which stood opposite the inn, and entered the low, 
smoke-begrimed glass door, which led into what was 
almost a cellar, where many people of all sorts were 
seated at wooden tables, — men with shaven and with 
unshaven beards ; men in uncovered sheepskin coats ; 
and men in nothing but their shirts ; and one man who 
wore a frieze cloak. What Selifan and Petrushka did 
there, God only knows : but they came out an hour 
later, arm in arm, in utter silence, showing each other 
great attention, and mutually guarding each other from 
all the angles. Hand in hand, and without ever re- 
leasing their hold on each other, they fumbled about 
on the staircase for a quarter of an hour, finally con- 
quered it, and reached the top. Petrushka halted for a 
moment before his lowly bed, meditating how he might 
lie down upon it in the most genteel manner, and then 
stretched himself directly across it, so that his feet 
rested on the floor. Selifan lay down on the same bed, 
placing his head on Petrushka's stomach ; forgetting 
that he ought not to sleep there at all, but in the ser- 
vant's quarters, or in the stable, near the horses. Both 
fell asleep at the same instant, raising a snore of in- 
credible thickness, to which their master replied from 
the other room with a thin, nasal whistle. Soon after 
this, all sank into silence, and the inn was wrapped in 
impenetrable slumber. In one small window alone was 
there a light visible, where dwelt some cornet or other, 
who had come from Ryazan, and who was evidently 
very fond of boots, since he had already ordered four 
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pairs, and was constantly trying on a fifth. Several 
times he approached the bed with the intention of 
throwing them off, and lying down ; but he could by no 
means bring himself to do so. The boots were really 
very well made ; and for a long time still he kept lift- 
ing liis foot, and gazing at the boldly and wonderfully 
formed heels. 
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CHAPTER УШ. 
THE governor's ball. 

TcHiTCHiKOFF 1e the sole eobject of convereation : he dreame of good for- 
tuue in love. — Invitations. — Ball at the governor^e. — Numerous de- 
voted friends. — The ladies form a circle about him. — In the morning he 
has received a perfumed note : how is he to discover the author? —Appa- 
rition of the cliarmiug young blonde, whom he had seen when fleeing 
from No^dreff, and seeking Bobakevitch*s mansion. — She is the daughter 
of the governor. — Пе becomes troubled. — The ladies tease him. — Ab- 
stracted, in love, hopeless, he fails in a minor point of etiquette. — All 
the fair sex turn against him. — Satirical verses, which are in circulation 
at the ball, are attributed to him. — Nozdreff makes his appearance: he 
rallies Tchitchikoff cruelly on his purchases of dead «ouU. — People are 
astonished at these words: the position is no IcMiger tenable, and he re- 
tires before the end of the supper. —He remains awake all night, in his 
cliamber at the Inn, with rage. — Another enemy has just arrived in town. 
— Madame Eorobotchka: her scruples as to the honesty of the sale 
which she has made to the self-styled merchant Tchitchikoff. 

Tchitchikoff's purchases became the subject of 
conversation. Discussions went on in the town, opin- 
ions and judgments were pronounced, as to whether 
the purchase of serfs for colonization was profitable. 
In the coui-se of debate, many showed themselves 
to be thoroughly conversant with the subject. " Of 
course," said some, "it is. There is no question as 
to that ; the soil in the southern provinces is very fine 
and fertile ; but what will Tchitchikoff do with his 
serfs if he has no water? for there certainly are no 
rivers." 

*' The lack of water would be nothing, nothing at all, 
Stepan Dimitrievitch ; but this colonization of serfs is 
a hopeless matter. It is a well-known fact, that the 
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muzhik on new land, where the industry is confined to 
agriculture, — where there is nothing, neither izba nor 
manor-house, — will run away, as sure as two times 
two make four, and will take himself off in such a 
manner, that you will never discover the slightest trace 
of him/' 

"No, Alexei Ivanovitch; excuse me, excuse me: I 
do not agree with you at all, when you say that Tchi- 
tchikoff's muzhiks will run away. A Russian man is 
capable of any thing, and can adapt himself to all cli- 
mates. Send him to Kamtchatka, if you will, and only 
give him warm gloves, and, axe in hand, he will set 
to work, and build himself a new izbu." 

" But, Ivan Grigorievitch, you have lost sight of one 
very important fact : you have not inquired yet, what 
sort of muzhiks Tchitchikoff has got? You have for- 
gotten that a proprietor does not sell good serfs. I 
am ready to forfeit my head if Tcbitchikoff's serfs are 
not thieves, drunkards to the last degree, and of idle 
and dissolute behavior.*' 

"Yes, yes, I agree to that; that is true: nobody 
sells good muzhiks ; and Tcbitchikoff's men are drunk- 
ards ; but you must take into consideration that there 
is a moral here, — that a moral is involved : they are 
worthless now, but, when settled on new land, they 
may all at once turn into good subjects. There have 
been plenty of examples of that sort, not only in the 
world itself, but also in history." 

"Never, never!" said the director of the imperial 
factories ; " and believe me, it never can be : for Tcbi- 
tchikoff's serfs will now Ьал'^е two powerful enemies. 
Their first enemy is, their proximity to the Little Rus- 
sian provinces, where the sale of wine is freely allowed. 
I assure you, in two weeks' time, they will have drunk 
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themselves to ruin. The other enemy is, the habit of 
a vagabond life, which they must infallibly acquire 
during the process of removal. It will be necessary 
for Tchitchikoff to keep them constantly before his 
eyes, and to govern them with all strictness ; that he 
shall punish them for every shortcoming, and not de- 
pute this to another person, but shall slap their faces, 
or administer a blow on the neck himself, whenever it 
is required.*' 

" Why must Tchitchikoff administer castigation in 
person? He might find an overseer.'* 

" Yes, find an overseer who can ! They are all 
rascals! " 

" Rascals, because the master does not occupy him- 
self with affairs." 

"That is true," broke in several. "The proprie- 
tor must know something, at least, about the manage- 
ment of the estate, and be able to discriminate between 
people : then he will always have a good steward." 

But the director of the imperial factories declared 
that a good steward was not to be found for less than 
five thousand rubles. But then the president of the 
court said that one might be had for three thousand. 
But the director said, " Where will you find him? In 
your own nose?" But the president said, "No, not 
in my nose, but in this л'егу district, — namely, Piotr 
Piotrovitch Samoiloff : that's the overseer whom Tchi- 
tchikoff needs for his muzhiks." 

Many entered heartily into Tchitchikoff' s position, 
and the diflSculties of transportation of so large a number 
of serfs greatly alarmed them : they even began to be 
much afraid that a revolt might break out among such 
uneasy subjects as Tchitchikoff' s serfs. Thereupon, the 
chief of police remarked that there was no mutiny to be 
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apprehended ; that the power of the captain-ispravnik 
existed for the purpose of obviating this danger ; that, 
even if the captain-ispravnik did not go himself, he 
had only to send his cap, and that this cap alone would 
drive the serfs to the very locality of colonization. 
Many staked their estates, that this would exterminate 
the spirit of rebellion in Tchitchikoff's unruly peasants. 
Opinions varied greatly: some there were, who pro- 
nounced in favor of military sternness and severity, 
even if it were a little excessive ; others breathed mild- 
ness. The chief of 1ю11се remarked, that a sacred 
resix)nsibility now rested on Tchitchikoff; that the 
latter might become, in a certain sense, a father to his 
serfs, as he expressed it ; he might even lead them to 
a beneficent state of culture, and in this connection he 
spoke in laudatory terms of the Lancastrian method 
of mutual instruction. 

In this manner did the townspeople discuss and talk 
the matter over ; and many, moved by sympathy, even 
communicated some of these counsels to Tchitchikoff, 
and even went so far as to offer a convoy for the safe 
transportation of the peasants to tlieir place of resi- 
dence. Tchitchikoff thanked them for these counsels, 
saying that he would not fail to adopt them in case of 
need ; but he declined the escort in a decided manner, 
saying that it was not in the least necessary ; that the 
serfs whom he had purchased were of a singularly 
peaceable character; that they were themselves very 
well disposed to the idea of transportation, and that 
no revolt could possibly arise among them under any 
circumstances whatever. All these discussions and 
expressions of opinion produced, however, the very 
happiest results that Tchitchikoff could possibly desire. 
They gave rise, in fact, to reports that he was neither 
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more nor less than a great millionnaire. The inhabit- 
ants of the town had already fallen heartily in love with 
Tehitchikoff, even without this, as we have seen in the 
first chapter ; but now, after all these rumors, they be- 
came still more deeply attached to him. Moreover, they 
were good-natured people, if the truth must be told, 
and lived together in harmony, treated each other in a 
friendly fashion, and their intercourse bore a certain 
stamp of simplicity and gentleness : " My dear friend, 
Ilya Hitch ! Listen, brother, Antipator Zakharievitch ! 
Thou hast lied, mamotchka,^ Ivan Grigorievitch ! " 

In addressing the postmaster, whose name was 
Ivan Andreevitch, they always added, " Sprechen Sie 
Deutsch, Ivan Andreitch?" In short, every thing 
was quite on a family- footing. Many of them were 
not utterly lacking in cultivation : the president of the 
court knew by heart Zhukovsky*s " Ludmilla," — which 
was still, at that time, a not wholly stale novelty, — and 
recited many passages in a masterly manner, especially, 
"The pine forest slumbers: the valley sleeps," and 
the word Ьскщ so that one could actually see how the 
valley slept. In order to render it still more lifelike, 
he even half closed his eyes at this point. The post- 
master devoted himself more to philosophy, and perused 
with great diligence, and even at night, Young's 
"Night Thoughts*' and Eckhardthausen's "Key to 
the Mysteries of Nature," from which he transcribed 
very lengthy extracts ; but the nature of them was not 
known to any one : moreover, he was a wit, flowery in 
his language, and fond, as he put it himself, of rigging 
out hid words. And he did rig out his speech with 
many and varied parts of speech, such as, "Thus, my 
dear sir, you know, after a fashion, you understand, 

X Dear little mother. 
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you can imagine to yourself, in this respect, so to 
speak, in a certain manner," and other such things, 
which he scattered by the sackful : he also rigged 
out his speech with tolerably successful winks, and a 
screwing up of one eye, which communicated an ex- 
ceeilingly biting expression to many of his satirical 
innuendoes. The rest were, more or less, enlightenetl 
people: one read Earamzin; another, the "Moscow 
News ; " another, even, read nothing at all. One was 
what is called a tiuriuk^ — that is to say, a man who 
has Jo be elevated on one's foot in order to make him 
do any thing: another was simply an idler, who lay 
eternally on his side, as the saying is, and whom it is 
useless to lift up ; he will not rise under any circum- 
stances. So far as their outward appearance was con- 
cerned, they were, as we already know, fairly well 
endowed : there was not a single consumptive among 
them. They all belonged to that class of men whom 
wives, in the tender conversations which take place in 
private, call jugs, fatty, pot-belly, blackmoor, old man, 
and so on. But, on the whole, they were amiable people, 
much giyen to hospitality : and the man who had tasted 
their bread and salt, or who had sat out an evening 
at whist with them, became, in a certain way, their 
relative ; and this was especially the case with Tchitchi- 
koff, with his engaging manners and qualities, for he 
was really possessed of the great secret of pleasing. 
They took such a fancy to him, that he actually could 
see no means of tearing himself from the city : all that 
he heard was, " Come, one little week, live with us 
just one* little week more, Pavel Ivanovitch ! ** In a 
word, he was petted to death, as -the expression runs. 

But incomparably more worthy of note (a complete 
subject of surprise) was the impression which Tchitchi- 
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koff produced on the ladies. In order to in any way 
account for it, it would be necessary to say a great 
deal about the ladies themselves, and about their 
society; to describe their spiritual qualities in lively 
colors, as they say ; but this is very difficult for the 
author. He is restrained, on the one hand, by his 
unbounded reverence for the wives of officials ; and on 
the other, well, on the other it is simply difficult. The 

ladies of the town of N were . . . no, I cannot 

possibly : I really exi>erience a sensation of fear! The 

most noteworthy thing about the ladies of N was 

that ... truly, it is strange, — my pen will not rise 
at all, exactly as though a piece of lead were resting 
on it. So be it: evidently, the delineation of their 
characters must be left to some one who has very lively 
colors, and a great many of them on his palette ; but 
perhaps we ought to say a couple of words about their 
personal appearance, and their most superficial charac- 
teristics. The ladies of the town of N were what 

is called presentable, and in this respect they might be 
held up as an example to all others. So far as their 
bearing — preserving tone, upholding etiquette, a multi- 
tude of the most delicate points of good-breeding, and 
especially observing fashion in its most minute details 
— was concerned, they were even in advance of the 
Petersburg and Moscow ladies. They dressed with 
great taste, went alюut town in calashes, — as the 
latest fashion dictated, — and a lackey jolted behind 
them, in a livery with gold trimmings. A visiting- 
card, whether written on the deuce of clubs or the ace 
of diamonds, was a very sacred thing. It was on this 
point that two ladies — the greatest of friends, and 
even relatives — quarrelled irretrievably, because one 
of them, by some means or other, failed to pay a re- 
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turn call. And try as husbands and relatives would, 
thereafter, to reconcile them, it appeared that every 
thing may be done in this world except one thing, 
which is impossible, — to reconcile two ladies who 
have qufurrelled over a call that has been omitted. 
Thus, both ladies remained ^^ mutually disinclined," 
according to the expression of society in town. A 
number of very violent scenes also took place in con- 
nection with the occupation of the highest places, 
which sometimes forced upon the men extremely chival- 
rous and magnanimous conceptions of championship. 
Of cours3 no duels took place among them, because all 
were city officials ; but instead of this, one endeavored 
to blacken the other wherever it was possible, which 
is sometimes, as is well known, more grievous than 

any duel. The morals of the ladies of N were 

strict, full of noble indignation for all that was vicious 
and for all corruption ; and they condemned every weak- 
ness without mercy. If any thing of what is called a 
dubioits nature took place among them, it took place 
in secret, and so that there was no appearance of its 
having taken place at all ; all dignity was preserved ; 
and the husband himself was prepared in such a 
manner, that if he perceived the dubious thing, or 
heard about it, he replied mildly and sensibly with the 
proverb, " Whose business is it, if godfather and god- 
mother sit together? " • 

It is also necessary to add, that the ladies of the 
town of N were distinguished, like many Peters- 
burg ladies, for their remarkable caution and propriety 
in their words and expressions. They never said, " I 
blew my nose," "I sweated," "I spit;" but they 

^ A man and woman who have etood ae godfather and godmother to a 
ehild, could not marry, according to the lawe of the Greek Church. 
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said, " I relieved my nose," " I made use of my hand- 
kerchief/' 

Under no circumstances whatever was it permissible 
to say, 'ЧЫз glass," or "this plate, smells bad;'* 
and it was not even possible to say any thitfg which 
could convey a hint of this: but they said instead, 
"this glass is conducting itself badly," or something 
of that sort. In order still further to ennoble the Rus- 
sian tongue, nearly half the words were entirely ex- 
cluded from conversation, and it was therefore very 
often necessary to have recourse to the French lan- 
guage ; for in the French language it is quite another 
matter : it allows of words which are much more objec- 
tionable than those referred to. So this is what can be 

said of the ladies of N , when speaking only in the 

most superficial manner. But if we were to look 
deeper, many other things might be discovered, of 
course. But it is extremely dangerous to look very 
deeply into ladies* hearts. Confining ourselves, there- 
fore, to the surface, we will proceed : Up to this time 
the ladies had had veiy little to say about Tchitchikoff, 
though they did him full justice, so far as his agreeable 
manners in society were concerned ; but from the in- 
stant that reports as to his millionnaireship became cur- 
rent, they discovered qther qualities in him. The ladies 
were not in the least interested parties, however : the 
word " millionnaire " was to blame for it all, and not 
the millionnaire himself, but simply the word alone ; for 
there is something about the very sound of this word, 
more than about any money-bag, which produces an 
effect on rascally people ; on jieople who are neither one 
thing nor the other ; and upon good people, — in short, 
it takes effect on everybody. The millionnaire has this 
advantage, — that he can see baseness — pure, utterly 
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disinterested baseness — founded upon no calculations 
whatever. Many know very well that they will receive 
nothing from him, and that they have no right to re- 
ceive any thing ; but they will infallibly anticipate his 
desires, •laugh, pull off their hats, force an in\atation 
for themselves to the dinner where they know that the 
millionnaire is asked. It is impossible to assert that this 
tender leaning towards baseness was exi)erienced by 
the ladies : still, there were many drawing-rooms where 
they began to say, that, of course, Tchitchikoff was 
not such a great beauty, but that he possessed the 
exact amount of good looks which are requisite in a 
man ; that if he had been a little thicker or fatter, it 
would be unbecoming. In this connection something 
was said about a thin man which was of a rather offen- 
sive character, — that the latter was in the nature of a 
toothpick, and not a man at all. Many additions of 
various sorts were made to the attire of the ladies. 
There was a throng and almost a crush in the bazaar ; 
and a procession was even formed, to such a degree 
had equipages flocked thither. The merchants were 
amazed to And that some pieces of goods whicl^ they 
had brought from the yearly fair, and which they had 
not been able to get rid of on account of the price, which 
had seemed rather high, had now come into fashion all 
at once, and that customers fau-ly tore them from each 
other's hands. One dame was observed during mass 
to have such a roll at the bottom of her dress that it 
monopolized half the church, so that the chief of police 
of the distiict, who chanced to be present, gave orders 
that the common people were to move farther off, — 
that is to say, nearer the vestibule, — in order that her 
excellency's toilet might not be crushed by any chance. 
Even Tchitchikoff himself could not but observe this 
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tmusnal attention to some extent. Once, on returning 
home, he found a letter on the table. Whence it had 
come, and who had brought it, it was impossible to 
discover. The servant of the inn declared that it had 
been brought there, and that he had not been told to 
mention by whom. The letter began in very decided 
terms, as follows : " Yes, I must write to you ! " Then 
something was said about the existence of a secret 
sympathy between souls. This truth was enforced by 
exclamation points which took up nearly half a line. 
Then followed some thoughts which were so very strik- 
ing from their justice, that we consider it indispensable 
to quote* them: "What is our life? A vale in which 
sorrows have taken up their abode." "What is the 
world? A throng of people without feeling." The 
writer then reminded him that she was bedewing with 
her tears some lines traced by her tender mother, who 
had been dead for twenty-five years. She invited 
Tchitchikoff to go to the wilderness ; to abandon for- 
ever the city, where people could not benefit by the air 
in their stifling quarters. The end of the letter ex- 
pressed absolute despair, and concluded with these 
words : — 

"Two turtle-doves will show thee 
My ashes cold and dried ; 
With yearning coos will tell thee,' 
That 'twas, alas! in tears I died." 

The last line would not scan, but that mattered noth- 
ing : the letter was composed in the taste of that epoch. 
There was no signature : there was neither name nor 
surname, nor even the month or date. The writer 
merely added in the postscript, that his own heart must 
divine who had penned it^ and that the original would 
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be present at the governor's ball, which was to take 
place on the morrow. 

This interested him greatly. There was something 
so attractive about this Anonyma, something which 
appealed so strongly to his curiosity, that he read her 
epistle for the second, and even for a third, time, and 
finally said, '' Well, I am curious to know who wrote 
such a thing ! " In a word, the matter had evidently 
become serious : he ix)ndered and thought it over for 
more than an hour; at last, flinging wide his arms, 
and dropping his head, he said, '' The letter is very, 
very fancifully written ! '* Then, of course, the letter 
was folded up, and laid away in his dressing-case, in 
company with some theatre-bills and a wedding invita- 
tion, which had been preserved for seven years in the 
same position and the same place. A little later, in 
fact, his invitation for a ball at the governor's was 
brought to him, — a matter of very common occurrence 
in provincial towns : where there is a governor, there 
is a ball also ; otherwise the proper love and respect on • 
the part of the nobility could not be maintained. 

Every thing else was instantly relinquished and left 
on one side, and every effort was directed towards pre- 
paring for the ball ; for there really were a great many 
exciting and stimulating causes. However, possibly on 
account of the way in which society was constituted, 
not so very much time was spent on his toilet. A 
whole hour was consecrated to the contemplation of hi^ 
face in the glass alone. He endeavored to communi- 
cate to it a multitude of different expressions, — now an 
important and dignified, now a respectful, one, which was 
united, however, with a certain smile ; then a respectful 
one without the smile : he practised some lюws before 
the mirror, accompanying them with unintelligible 
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soands, which bore some resemblance to French, al- 
though Tchitchlkoff knew no French at (ill. He even 
prepared a number of pleasant surprises for himself : he 
drew his brows and lips together, and even did something 
with his tongue ; in short, is there much that one does 
not do, when one is alone, and feels, besides, that he is 
good-looking, and is also assured that no one is peep- 
ing through a crack ? At last he tapped himself lightly 
on the chin, saying, "Ah, what a little bull-dog you 
are!" and began to dress. He was in the happiest 
frame of mind all the time that he was thus engaged : 
when he put on his suspenders, or wound his neckcloth 
about his neck, he gave a backward scrape with his 
foot, and bowed with particular skill ; and altliough he 
had never danced, he executed a pirouette. This pirou- 
ette produced a slight misliap : the commode trembled, 
and a brush fell from the table. 

His appearance at the ball produced a remarkable 
effect. Every one who was present turned to greet 
him, — one with his hand full of cards ; another at the 
most interesting point in a conversation, just as he was 
uttering, ''But .the lower district judge replied to that" 
. . . But what the district judge replied he flung on one 
side, and hastened forward with a welcome for our hero : 
" Pavel Ivanovitch ! Ah, my Heavens ! Dear Pavel 
Ivanovitch ! Most respected Pavel Ivanovitch ! My 
soul, Pavel Ivanovitch ! Here you are, Pavel Ivano- 
vitch ! Here he is, our Pavel Ivanovitch ! Permit me 
to press your hand, Pavel Ivanovitch ! Give him here : 
I will kiss him as fervently as possible, my precious 
Pavel Ivanovitch ! " Tchitchikoflf found himself in the 
embrace of several at once. He had not succeeded in 
wholly freeing himself from the embrace of the presi- 
dent of the court when he found himself in the embrace 
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of the chief of police ; the chief of police handed him 
over to the inspector of the medical institution ; the in- 
spector of the medical institution to the brandy farmer ; 
the brandy farmer to the architect. The governor, who 
was at that moment standing beside a lady, and holding 
in one hand a bonbon motto and a Bolognese spaniel, 
flung both motto and spaniel on the floor as soon as he 
caught sight of him, whereupon the dog set up a howl. 
In a word, he shed abroad great joy and mirth. There 
was not a countenance щюп which there did not beam 
either satisf actipn or at least the reflection of the univer- 
sal satisfaction. Thus it is with the countenances of offi- 
cials during a visit of inspection by the chief, to whom is 
intrusted the charge of their situations, after their first 
fear has passed off, and they have perceived that many 
things please him, and that he has at last been gra- 
ciously pleased to jest ; that is, to utter a few words 
with an amiable smirk. The officials most nearly con- 
nected with him laugh in double measure at this ; those 
laugh heartily, too, who have but barely half caught 
the words which he has uttered ; and, last of all, a man 
who stands far off, by the door, at the very entrance, — 
some police-officer, who has never laughed all his life 
since his birth, and who, before this, has only shown 
his fist to the people, — even he, by the irresistible law 
of reflection, exhibits some sort of a smile, although 
this smile more resembles the expression on the face of 
a man who is on the point of sneezing after a pinch 
<jI" strong snuff. 

Our hero replied to each and all, and was conscious 
of unusual skill : he bowed to right and to left, somewhat 
on one side, according to his custom, but with perfect 
ease, so that he enchanted every one. The ladies im- 
mediately surrounded him in a glittering garland, and 
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brought with them a perfect cloud of every sort of per- 
fume: one breathed forth roses, another smelled of 
spring and violets, a third was thoroughly permeated 
with mignonette. Tchitchikoff simply raised his nose 
in the air, and sniffed. There was a great variety of 
taste exhibited in their costumes ; the muslins and satins 
луеге of such pale, fashionable colors, that it is impos- 
sible to put names to them, to such a point was delicacy 
of taste carried ; bands of ribbon, and bouquets of 
flowers, fluttered here and there on the dresses, in the 
most picturesque disorder, although many a very or- 
derly head had labored over this disorder; the airy 
head-dresses only clung on by one ear, and seemed to 
say, '' E'l, I shall fly away ! 'tis only a pity that I can- 
not bear my beauty with me ! *' Bodices were tightly 
fitted, and presented the most vigorous and pleasing 
forms to the eye. It is necessary to state, that all the 
ladies of N were rather plump ; but they laced them- 
selves so artfully, and had such agreeable ways, that 
their rotundity was not noticed at all. Every thing 
about them had been thought out and attended to with 
unusual care : their necks and shouldere were uncovered 
just as much as was necessary, and not a bit more ; 
each one exhibited her possessions up to that point, 
,where, according to her own convictions, she felt per- 
suaded that they were fitted to enslave the men : all 
the rest was concealed with remarkable taste ; either 
some adornment made of ribbon, and lighter than the 
'little puffs which are called kisses^ encircled the neck 
in an ethereal way, or else little toothed walls of thin 
batiste, known under the name of modesties^ emerged 
from the dress behind the shoulders. These modesties 
covered those things both behind and before whieh were 
not calculated to make a man unhappy, while, at the 
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same time, they made bim suspect the existeooe of the 
destroying objects. Long gloves were drawn ap almost 
to tbe sleeves, but left deliberately bare the attractive 
portions of the arms above the elbows, many of which 
were of an enviable plumpness : in some cases the kid 
gloves had burst, while being encouraged to ascend 
farther. In short, it seemed as though on all of them 
were written, ^^This is not the provinces; this is the 
capital ; this is Paris itself ! " Only here and there did 
some head-dress, hitherto unseen upon earth, thrust 
itself forward, or even some feather, haply a peacock's, 
arranged quite in opposition to the fashion, and in ac- 
cordance with individual taste. But this is not to be 
avoided ; such is the nature of a provincial town ; it 
will infallibly break out in some spot or other. As 
Tchitchikoff stood before them, he thought, "But which 
one of them is the writer of that letter? ** and was on 
the point of thrusting his nose forward ; but directly be- 
fore his nose was a whole row of elbows, trimmings, 
sleeves, ends of ribbons, perfumed tuckers and gowns. 
The gallopade was beiug danced at a furious rate 
of speed : the wife of the postmaster, the captain-is- 
pravnik, a lady with a blue feather, a lady with a white 
feather, the Georgian Prince Tchipkhaikhilidzeff, an 
official from Petersburg, an official from Moscow, a^ 
Frenchman, — Coucou, — Perkhunovsky, Berebeudov- 
sky, all rose, and joined in. . . . 

*' There it goes ! just try to describe the prov- 
inces ! " ejaculated Tchitchikoff, springing backwards : 
and as soon as the ladies had seated themselves in their 
places once more, he began to look about him again 
to see whether be could not divine, from the expression 
of "the face or eyes, which of them was the writer ; but 
it was impossible to discover it from the expression of 
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* 
either face or eyes. There was everywhere perceptible 
something so frank, so refined, — oh, so ineffably re- 
fined! . . . "No," said Tchitchikoff to himself, 
"women are objects" . . . Here he waved his hand. 
" There's simply nothing to be said about them ! Just 
try to relate or to convey an idea of what passes over 
their faces, — all those little turns of expression, those 
signs, . . . and you will simply fail utterly ! And 
there is such endless empire in their eyes alone, into 
which, if a man once enter, every trace of him is lost 1 
You cannot draw him thence with hooks ! Now, just 
try, for instance, to describe their radiance alone, — 
humid, velvety, sweet, — and God knows what morel 
Cruel, soft, or even quite dull ; or, as some say, tender, 
or without tenderness, but still worse than tenderness, 
so that it fastens on the heart, and draws it away with 
all its soul, as though with a cord. No, do not spare 
your words : they are simply the gallant half of the 
human race, and there's nothing more to be said." 

Pardon me : a word seems tp have escaped from the 
mouth of our hero which he has picked up in the street. 
What is to be done ? Such is the position of writers in 
Russia. However, if a word from the street has crept 
into a book, it is not the writer who is guilty, but rather 
the reader; and, most of all, the reader belonging 
to the highest society. From them you never hear for 
the first time a proper Russian word ; but they will 
furnish French, German, and English in such quan- 
tities, if you please, and according to your desire, and 
even do it while preserving every possible pronuncia- 
tion, — through the nose, in French style, with a roll 
on the r's; or, in the English, like birds ; and they 
even make a face like a bird's, and laugli at the person 
who is not able to make a face like a bird. But they 
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will not provide any thing Russian on any terms, ex- 
cept that they will, perhaps, out of patriotism, erect 
in the country an izba in the Russian taste. This is 
what readers of the higher classes are like, and all who 
regard themselves as belonging to the higher classes 
imitate them. But what exactions ! They insist that 
every thing shall be written in the most accurate, 
purest, and most noble language : in short, they insist 
that the Russian language shall suddenly descend from 
the clouds, all properly polished, and shall alight upon 
their tongues, so that all they shall have to do is to 
open their mouths and let it out. Of course the femi- 
nine half of the human race is sensible, but my re- 
spected readers must confess that there are wiser 
beings still. 

Meanwhile Tchitchikoff has become utterly bewil- 
dered in his efforts to decide which of the ladies was 
the writer of the letter. On endeavoring to fix a pene- 
trating glance, he became aware, that, on the ladies' 
part, something was being expressed which sent both 
hope and sweet pain deep down into the heart of a poor 
mortal, so that he said at last, " No, it is utterly im- 
possible to guess." This did not, however, in any way 
diminish the cheerful frame of mind in which he found 
himself. He exchanged a few agreeable words with 
the ladies, in an easy and skilful manner ; approached 
one and another with a tripping, mincing gait, as is 
generally done by little old dandies on their high heels, 
which are called '' mice's horses,'* as they trip briskly 
among the ladies. After tripping to right and left with 
skilful turns, he gave a scrape of the foot in the shape 
of a short tail, or a comma. The ladies were greatly 
pleased, and not only discovered in him a great multi- 
tude of amiable and agreeable qualities, but even began 
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to perceive a noble expression on his countenance, — 
something martial and warlike, — which, as is well 
known, is extremely pleasing to women. They even 
began to quarrel a little over him. On perceiving that 
he usually halted near the door, some of them made 
haste to occupy seats as close to the door as possible ; 
and when one of them succeeded in effecting this be- 
fore the rest, there came near being an exceedingly 
unpleasant scene ; and many who would have liked 
to do the same thing themselves, found such boldness 
extremely shocking ! 

Tchitchikoff was so occupied by his conversation 
with the ladies, or, rather, the ladies so occupied and 
surrounded him with their conversations, emitting a 
vast number of the best-planned and reflned allegories, 
which all were bound to guess, and which made the 
perspiration start out upon his brow, that he forgot to 
comply with the requirements of politeness, and address 
his hostess first of all. He only recalled it when he 
heard the voice of tlie governor's wife, who had been 
standing before him for some moments already. The 
governor's wife said, in a rather flattering and roguish 
voice, with an amiable shake of the head, ''Ah, Pavel 
Ivanovitch, so you are here!" ... It is impossible 
to reproduce the words of the governor's wife with 
accuracy; but something was said, filled with great 
amiability, in the spirit in which the ladies and cava- 
liers express themselves in the novels of our society 
writers, who are fond of describing drawing-rooms, who 
plume themselves on their knowledge of the highest 
tone, — in the strain of, " Have they taken such posses- 
sion of your heart that there is no longer any room in 
it, not even the smallest corner, for those whom you 
have so pitilessly forgotten?" Our hero turned in- 
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staDtly to the governor's wife, and was on the point 
of making her a reply which would probably have 
proved in no wise inferior to those which are perpe- 
trated in fashionable novels by the Zvonskys, Linskys, 
Lidins, Gremins, and all the other clever military men, 
when, chancing to raise his eyes unexpectedly, he sud- 
denly paused, as though benumbed by a blow. 

The governor's wife was not standing alone before 
him : she held by the hand a young girl of sixteen, — 
a fresh blonde, with delicate and well-formed features ; 
a little, pointed chin ; a bewitchingly rounded, oval 
face, such as an artist would have chosen as a model 
for the Madonna, and such as is rarely encountered in 
Russia, where every thing is fond of appearing in broad 
forms, — mountains and forests and steppes, and faces 
and lips and feet, — the very little blonde whom he 
had met on the highway as he was leaving Nozdreff's, 
when, through the stupidity of their coachmen, or of 
the hoi'ses, their equipages had come so strangely into 
collision, and tangled the harness, so that uncle Mityai 
and uncle Minyai had undertaken to straighten out 
matters. Tchitchikoff became so confused that he 
could not utter a single word ; and he muttered — the 
deuce knows what, but something which neither a 
Gremin nor a Zvonsky nor a Lidin would have said. 

"You do not know my daughter yet," said the 
gOA'ernor's wife: ''she is a school-girl, and has but 
just returned home." 

He replied that he had already had the unexpected 
pleasure of making her acquaintance. He tried to add 
something more, but failed utterly. The governor's 
wife said two or three words, and then went off with her 
daughter to the other end of the apartment to her other 
guests : but Tchitchikoff continued to stand motionless 
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in the same place, like a man who has gone cheerfully 
out into the street in order to take a walk, with eyes 
disposed to look at every thing, and who has suddenly 
stopped stockstill, as though he had forgotten some- 
thing ; and more stupid than that man, no one can pos- 
sibly be. In an instant the care-free expression has 
vanished from his face : he strives to recollect what it 
is that he has forgotten. Is it his handkerchief? But 
his handkerchief is in his lюcket. Is it his money? 
But no, his money is also in his pocket. He seems to 
have every thing a^ut him ; and yet some unknown 
spirit whispers to him, in his ear, that he has forgotten 
something. And so he gazes abstractedly and gloomily 
at the moving throng before him, — at the flying equi- 
pages ; at the caps and guns of a passing regiment ; 
at a sign-board ; and sees nothing distinctly. Thus 
also did Tchitchikoff become a stranger to all that was 
going on around him. At this same moment, a multi- 
tude of hints and questions, all penetrated with refine- 
ment and amiability, were l)eing directed at him by the 
perfumed mouths of the ladies: "Is it permitted to 
us poor dwellers on the earth to be so bold as to ask 
you of what you are thinking?" "Where lie those 
blissful regions in which your thoughts are hovering? " 
"May we know the name of her who has plunged you 
into this sweet valley of meditation? " But he replied 
to them all with absolute inattention, and their agree- 
able phrases were as much wasted as though they had 
been cast into the water. He was even so impolite 
that he speedily deserted them, and went away to 
another part of the room, being desirous of seeing 
where the governor's wife had gone with her daughter. 
But the ladies, it appeared, did not wish to release him 
so quickly. Each one inwardly resolved to employ all 
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possible wealюns which are so dangerous to our hearts, 
and to set in motion all their best devices. It is neces- 
sary to remark that some ladies, — when I say ^'some 
ladies," I do not mean all, — some ladies have a little 
weakness. If they perceive any thing particularly 
pretty about themselves, — whether it be their brow, or 
their mouth, or their hands, — they think that the best 
part of their person strikes every one's eye immediately, 
and that all instantly exclaim with one voice, '' Look, 
look ! see what a beautiful Grecian nose she has ! '* or, 
'* What a regular and bewitching brow!" She who 
has beautiful shoulders is convinced beforehand that all 
the 3'oung men will be perfectly enraptured, and that 
when she passes, they will repeat, "Ah, what wonder- 
ful shoulders that lady has I " and that they will never 
so much as glance at her hair, her nose, her brow, or, 
if they do glance, then it will be a secondary matter. 
This is the way in which some ladies argue. Each lady 
took an inward vow that she would be as fascinating as 
possible in the dance, and show off, in all its brilliancy, 
that which was most excellent about her. The post- 
master's wife, as she waltzed, drooped her head on 
one side in a very languishing way, as though she really 
were listening to something supernatural. One ex- 
tremely charming woman, who had not come with any 
intention of dancing, — being precluded, as she herself 
expressed it, by a little incommodity in the shape of a 
small corn on her right foot, in consequence of which 
she had even been forced to don soft shoes, — could 
not resist, however, and took a few turns in her cloth 
slippers, simply to prevent the postmaster's wife from 
getting too many conceited ideas into her head. 

But all this by no means produced upon Tchitchikoff 
the effect which they had calculated on. He did not 
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even glance at the circle formed by the ladies ; but, 
rising incessantly on tiptoe, he gazed over their heads, 
in an endeavor to see where the fascinating blonde had 
gone. He also bent down, and stared between their 
backs and shoulders ; and at length he caught sight of 
her, sitting beside her mother, over whom something in 
the nature of an Oriental turban, with a feather, waved 
grandly. It seemed as though he wanted to take them 
by storm. Either the feeling of spring was taking' 
effect upon him, or some one pushed him from behind : 
at all events, he made his way forward with decision, 
paying no heed to any one. The brandy farmer re- 
ceived such a thrust from him, that the latter tot- 
tered, and barely held his own on one foot ; and, had 
it not been for this, he would most assuredl3' have 
knocked down a whole row of people. The post- 
master also stepped back, and stared at him in amaze- 
ment, mingled with delicate irony ; but he never 
glanced at them : he saw only the little blonde, pull- 
ing on a long glove, in the distance, and doubtless 
burning with a wish to launch her flight over the waxed 
floor. Four couples had already begun the mazurka in 
one quarter : heels tapped the floor ; and the military 
staff-captain was toiling with mind and body, with arms 
and legs, and executing such steps as no one ever 
executed, even in a dream. Tchitchikoff slipped past 
the mazurka, almost on their very heels, and made 
straight for the spot where sat the governor's wife and 
her daughter. Yet he approached them very timidly, 
did not trip along so foppishly, became somewhat con- 
fused, even, and exhibited a certain awkwardness in 
all his movements. 

It is impossible to say with certainty, whether the 
sentiment of love had been awakened in our hero : it is 
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even a matter of doubt whether gentlemen of that de- 
scription — that is to say, gentlemen who are neither fat 
nor thin — are capable of love. Nevertheless, there was 
something strange about this, — something which he 
could not well explain to himself : it seemed to him, as 
he afterwards confessed to himself, that the whole ball, 
with all its chatter and noise, had, for several minutes, 
retreated far into the distance ; the fiddles and horns 
had sounded from somewhere beyond the mountains ; 
and all was covered with a misty veil, like a carelessly 
painted field in a pictui^e ; and from this misty and neg- 
ligently sketched background, there stood out, clear 
and well defined, only the delicate features of the 
charming blonde: her plump little oval face; her 
slender, very slender form, — such as girls have for 
the first few months after they are released from the 
institute ; her white, and almost plain, gown, which 
clothed her slight, shai^ly young limbs evei-ywhere so 
lightly and gracefully, defining them in pure outlines. 
She seemed to him like some toy cleverly turned from 
ivory: she alone stood out white, transparent, and 
bright from amid the troubled, opaque throng. 

Evidently, this is the way things go on in the world ; 
evidently, the Tchitchikoffs are converted into poets 
for a few minutes in the course of their lives ; but the 
worS poet is too strong. At all events, he felt himself 
like something in the nature of a young man, — almost 
a hussar. Perceiving an empty chair beside her, he im- 
mediately took possession of it. The conversation did 
not make much progress at first, but afterwards it went 
very well ; and he even began to produce an effect ; 
but . . . Here it must be remarked, to our great shame, 
that dignified persons, who occupy exalted positions, are 
rather heavy in their Qpnversations with ladies. Mea- 
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Bieurs the lieutenants are adepts in this art, hut it does 
not extend higher than the rank of captain. How they 
manage it, God only knows: they do not appear to 
say very wise things ; but the young girls shake in their 
chairs with laughter, all the same. But God knows 
what a councillor of state says: he either turns the 
conversation on the fact that Russia is a very ex- 
tensive empire, or he utters a compliment, which is 
quite wittily conceived, after all, but which smacks 
horribly of books, nevertheless; and, if he says any 
thing amusing, he laughs at it much more heartily than 
does the girl who is listening to him. These remarks 
are introduced in this place, in order that the reader 
may see why the little blonde began to yawn while our 
hero was telling his tales. Our hero did not notice it 
in the least, however; and he related a number of 
agreeable things, which he had already used on similar 
occasions, in various places; namely, in the Goveni- 
ment of Simbirsk, at the house of Sofron Ivanovitch 
Bezpetchny, where there was his daughter, Adelanda 
Sofronovna, and three sisters-in-law, Marya Gavri- 
lovna, Alexandra Gavrilovna, and Adelheid Gavri- 
lovna; at Feodor Feodorovitch Perekroeff's, in the 
Government of Ryazan ; at Frol Vasilievitch Pobyedo- 
nosnoff*s, in the Penza Government ; and at his broth- 
er's, Piotr Vasilievitch 's, where there were his sister-in- 
law and her grand-nieces, Rosa Feodorovna and Emilia 
Feodorovna ; in the Vyatka Government, at Piotr Bar- 
eonofievitch's, where there were his daughter-in-law's 
sister, Pelageya Yegorovna, and his niece, Sofia Rosti- 
elavna, and two step-sisters, Sofia Alexandrovna and 
Maklatura Alexandrovna. 

All the ladies were thoroughly displeased with Tchi- 
tchikoff's behavior. One of them walked past him, 
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expressly for the purpose of letting him see it, and 
even struck the little blonde, in a very impertinent 
manner, with the heavy rouleau of her dress, and so 
arranged the scarf, which was fluttering about her 
shoulders, that the end of it flourished into her very 
face: at the same moment, there proceeded from the 
mouth of some ladies in the rear, a very -biting and 
vicious remark in company with an odor of violets. 
But he either did not hear it, or pretended that he did 
not; and this was not right, for the opinion of the 
ladies should be prized : he repented of this, but later 
on, and consequently, too late. 

Indignation, which was perfectly just in every re- 
spect, took possession of the ladies, — was depicted on 
many faces. However great may have been Tchitchi- 
koff*s weight in society, although he was a millionnaire, 
and nobility was expressed — and even something mar- 
tial and military — in his countenance, yet there are 
things which ladies will not forgive any man for, be 
he whom he may ; and when that is the case, — why, 
there's the end of him. There are cases when a 
woman, however weak and insipid her character may 
be, in comparison with that of a man, suddenly becomes 
firmer not only than a man, but firmer than any thing 
in the whole world. The scorn expressed, almost 
unintentionally, by Tchitchikoff, restored that concord 
among the ladies which had been on the ix)int of destruc- 
tion, in consequence of the usurpation of the chair. 
The few dry and commonplace words which they invol- 
untarily uttered contained sharp insinuations. To com- 
plete the disaster, one of the young men composed on 
the spot some of those satirical verses on the dancers, 
without which, as is well known, hardly any provincial 
ball passes off. These verses were instantly attributed 
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to Tchitchikoff. The iDdignation waxed fiercer ; and 
the ladies began to talk about him in the various cor- 
ners, in the most unpleasant manner : but the poor 
school-girl was utterly annihilated, and her sentence 
was pronounced at once. 

But in the mean time, a surprise of the most dis- 
agreeable sort was in preparation for our hero. At 
the very moment when the pretty blonde was yawning, 
and he was relating to her little incidents which had 
happened to him at divers times, and even touching 
lightly on the Greek philosopher Diogenes, Nozdreff 
made his appearance from the last room in the suite. 
Whether he had torn himself away from the refresh- 
ment table, or from the little green drawing-room, 
where gambling of a much higher sort than ordinary 
whist was in progress ; whether he came of his own free 
will, or had been thrust out, — at all events, he presented 
himself in joyous, merry mood, arm in arm with the 
procurator, whom he had probably been dragging about 
for some time already ; for the poor procurator was 
bending his heavy brows in every direction, as though 
in the endeavor to devise some means of ridding him- 
self of this friendly promenade. In fact, it was intol- 
erable. Nozdreff had sipped courage with two cups of 
tea, not without rum, of course, and had been lying 
unmercifully. On catching sight of him at a distance, 
Tchitchikoff even made up his mind to a sacrifice ; that 
is, to abandon his enviable position, and to effect as 
speedy a retreat as possible : this encounter boded no 
good to him. But as ill luck would have it, the gov- 
ernor came up at that moment, expressed extraordinary 
joy at having found Pavel Ivanovitch, and detained 
him, begging him to act as judge in a dispute of his 
with two ladies on the question, " Is woman's love 
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lasdiig, or Dot? " Bot, in the mean time, Nozdreff bad 
caught eight of him, and made straight for him. 

^^Ah, the Khersooese laDd4>wDer! the Kbersonese 
laDd4>wDer! *' he shouted, marching ap, and bursting 
into a laugh, which made his cheeks, fresh and glowing 
as a rose in spring, quiver : ^^ How now? Ьате you bar- 
gained for many dead soub? Surely, you do not 
know, your excellency," he screamed instantly, turn- 
ing to the goyemor: ^^ he deals in dead souls! By 
Heavens ! Listen, Tchitchikpff : you know that I am 
speaking out of friendship, for you and I are friends, 
and bis excellency here also. I would hang you, by 
Heavens, I'd hang you ! '* 

Tcbitchikoff simply did not know where he was sit- 
ting. 

"Will you believe it, your excellency?" went on 
Nozdreflf : " he said to me, ' Sell your dead souls ; * and 
I fairly burst with laughter ! I come here, and I am 
told that he has purchased three million rubles* worth 
of serfs for colonization. Colonization, indeed! he 
tried to buy dead souls of me. Listen, Tcbitchikoff : 
you're a beast, by Heavens, a beast ! Here's his ex- 
cellency here . . . it's true, isn't it, pi-ocurator?" 

But the procurator, Tcbitchikoff, and even the gov- 
ernor himself, were in such confusion, that they found 
absolutely nothing whatever to say ; but in the mean 
time, Nozdreff, paying not the least heed to them, con- 
tinued his half-drunken speech : '' Wait, my good fel- 
low, you, you ... I shall not leave you until I find out 
why you were buying dead souls. Listen, Tcbitchikoff, 
you really ought to be ashamed of yourself ! You know 
yourself that you have no better friend than I. And 
here's his excellency . . . it's true, isn't it, procurator? 
You cannot conceive, your excellency, how we are bound 



THE GOVERNOR'S BALL, 249 

up in each other ; that is, it is simply as though you 
were to say, here, — I stand here, and you should say, 
' Nozdreff, tell me on your conscience, which is dearer 
to you, — your own father, or Tchitchikoff ? * I should 
answer, ' Tchitchikoff, by Heavens Г . . . Permit me, 
my soul, I will give you one baiser. — Pardon me, your 
excellency ; but I must kiss him. — Yes, Tchitchikoff ; 
now don't resist; allow me to imprint just one little 
baiser upon thy snow-white cheek I " Nozdreff was so 
vigorously repulsed, as he attempted to bestow his bai- 
ser, tliat he came near flying full-length on the floor. 
All there had retreated from him, and listened no more. 
But his remarks about dead souls had been uttered at 
the top of his voice, and had been accompanied by such 
boisterous laughter, that they had attracted the atten- 
tion, even of those who were in the most remote cor- 
ners of the room. This news seemed so terrible, that 
all paused with a sort of wooden, stupidly interrogative 
expression. Tchitchikoff observed that several of the 
ladies winked at each other, with a malicious, biting 
smile ; and there was an equivocal expression on some 
of their faces which still further increased his confu- 
sion. That Nozdreff was a notorious liar, was known 
to all; and utter nonsense from him would not have 
been the slightest novelty : but a mortal man, — truly, 
it is hard to understand how a mortal is constructed : 
no matter what the novelty may be, so long as it is a 
novelty, he will instantly communicate it to another 
moital, if only for the sake of saying, ''Just see what 
lies are disseminated ! ** and the other mortal will in- 
cline his ear with pleasure, although he himself will 
afterwards say, "Yes, that is a perfectly stupid lie, 
which is not worth noticing ! " and then he will instantly 
set out to seek a third mortal, in order that, after telling 
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him, they may both exdlaim, with noble iodignation, 
'^ What a stupid lie ! " And this will infallibly go the 
rounds of the whole town ; and all the mortals therein, 
no matter what their number may be, will inevitably 
talk their fill, and then confess that it deserves no atten- 
tion, and is not worth talking about. 

This apparently trivial incident visibly disturbed our 
hero. No matter how stupid a fool's words may be, 
they are often sufficient to perturb a sensible man. He 
began to feel awkward and out of place ; it was exactly 
as though a beautifully cleaned boot had been suddenly 
plunged into a muddy, malodorous puddle; in short, 
it was unpleasant, very unpleasant indeed. He tried 
not to think of it ; he endeavored to divert his thoughts, 
to enjoy himself : he sat down to the whist-table, but 
every thing went like a crooked wheel ; twice he made a 
mistake in the suit, and, forgetting that one does not 
deal to one's self thii-d, lie gave a flourish with his 
hands, and proceeded. The president of the court 
could not in the least comprehend how Pavel Ivano- 
vitch, who knew how to play so well, and, one might 
even say, delicately, could make such mistakes, and had 
even sacrificed his king of spades, upon which, to use 
his own expression, he had counted as upon a stone 
wall. Finally, the postmaster and the president, and 
even the chief of police, as was proper, began to jest 
over our hero, to say that he was in love, that " We 
know all about it : Pavel Ivanovitch's heart is limping, 
and we know by whom it has been wounded ; " but all 
this did not console him in the least, try as he would to 
laugh and to jest in return. He was not even in a state 
to unbend at supper, although the company at table was 
very agreeable, and Nozdreff had been led away long 
before ; for even the ladies had at length perceived that 
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his conduct had been quite too scandalous. In tlie 
middle of the cotillion, he seated himself on the floor, 
and began to catch at the skirts of the dancers, which, 
to use the ladies' expression, was unlike any thing that 
was ever heard of. The supper was very gay : all 
the faces which flitted before the triple candlesticks, the 
flowers, confections, and bottles, were illuminated with 
the most unconstrained delight. Officers, ladies, men 
in swallow-tailed coats, all became amiable, even to 
hypocrisy. The men sprang from their chairs, and ran 
to take the plates from the servants, in order to pre- 
sent them, with remarkable agility, to the ladies. One 
colonel handed a lady a plate of broth on the point of 
his sword. The men of more advanced years, among 
whom Tchitchikoff sat, disputed loudly, as they de- 
voured thick slices of fish and roast beef, soaked in no 
sparing manner with mustard, and they disputed on 
just those subjects in which he had always taken a 
great interest ; but he resembled a man who is fatigued 
or broken down with a long journey, to whose mind 
nothing penetrates, and who has no power to enter into 
any thing. He did not even await the end of the supper, 
but went home much earlier than it was his custom to 
go. There, in that little chamber, which is so familiar 
to the reader, with the commode blocking up the door, 
and the beetles peeping out of the corners now and 
then, the state of his thoughts and spirit was as uncom- 
fortable as the uncomfortable arm-chair in which he 
sat. There was a troubled, disagreeable sensation at 
his heart : a sort of heavy emptiness remained there. 
"May the deuce take all those who originated these 
balls!" he said angrily. "Now, what the Fiend is 
there to make merry about? There are bad crops and 
high prices all over the government, and so they must 



252 TCHITCHIKOFF'S JOURNEYS; OR, DEAD SOULS. 

needs have a ball. Eh, a pretty affair, truly ! They 
decked themselves out in feminine rags for the ball ! 
It's a rarity for any one to expend a thousand rubles 
on herself, and of course it all comes out of the serfs* 
obrokj or, what is still worse, out of the pockets of the 
men. Verily, it's easy to see why one takes bribes, 
and does not conduct one's self uprightly : it is in 
order to obtain money for a shawl for one's wife, or 
for various falbalas. May destruction overtake them, 
however they are called ! And why ? In order that no 
light-minded female Sidorovna may say that the post- 
master's wife has a better gown, and so plump goes 
a thousand rubles! They shriek, 'A ball, a ball, 
gayety ! ' Balls are simply rubbish, not in the Russian 
taste, not after the Russian heart, and the deuce only 
knows what they are. A grown-up man, who has ar- 
rived at years of discretion, suddenly skips out in black, 
all plumed out, laced in like a little fiend, and sets to 
treading a^ut with his feet. Some stand in pairs, and 
discuss with others on important matters, and all the 
while their feet are describing patterns to right and left, 
like a goat's. . . . It's all monkeyish affectation, all 
monkey imitation. Because a Frenchman at forty is as 
much of a child as he was at fifteen, we must needs go 
and imitate him ! No : in sooth, after every ball I feel 
as though I had committed some sin or other, and I 
don't like to recall it. There's nothing in my head, 
any more than there is after conversing with a man of 
the world ; he discourses on every topic, he touches on 
every thing, he says every thing, which he has appro- 
priated from books: all is varied and beautiful, but 
just try to carry away any thing in your head ; you'll 
find afterwards that a convei-sation with a simple mer- 
chant, who knows nothing but his own business, but 
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who understands that thoroughly and practically, is 
better than all these tongue-clappers. But what can 
you get out of this, out of these balls? Now, suppose 
a writer were to take it into his head to describe this 
whole scene as it really occurred : well, in a book it 
would not appear so nonsensical as it is in nature. 
What is its character? is it moral, or immoral? Sim- 
ply, the deuce alone knows what it is. You spit, and 
then you shut your book." 

In this unpleasant fashion did Tchitchikoff express 
himself with regard to balls in general, but it seemed 
that another cause of displeasure came into play in the 
present case. His chief vexation was not directed 
against the ball, but against the circumstance that he 
had been brought to a halt in his career, that he had 
all at once exhibited himself in God knows what light, 
and had played some strange, equivocal part. Of 
course, on reviewing the case with the eye of a sensi- 
ble man, he saw that all this was nonsense ; that a 
foolish word signified nothing, especially now, when 
the principal matter had already been arranged in 
proper form. But man is a strange animal: he was 
deeply embittered by the unfriendly attitude of the 
very people whom he had not respected, and with re- 
gard to whom he had expressed himself in sharp terms, 
accusing them of vanity and vulgar display. It was all 
the more vexatious to him because, in analyzing the 
question more fully, he perceived that he had himself 
been partly to blame. He did not get angry with 
himself, however, and in this he was right. We 
all have the little weakness of sparing ourselves to 
some extent ; and we endeavor rather to seek out 
some of our neighbors against whom we can direct 
our wrath, the servant for example, the official, the 
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subordinate who exposes himself to us at the moment, 
our wife, or, last of all, the chair, which is hurled. 
Heaven knows where, — to the very door, so that 
its arms and back fly off ; for it is well known what 
wrath will do. Thus, Tchitchikoff sj^eedily found 
a fellow-mortal who could bear upon his shoulders 
every thing which might chance to vex him. This 
fellow-mortal was NozdrefiF; and it cannot be denied 
that he was assailed from all sides and quarters, as 
probably only some rascally starost^ or post-boy is 
assailed by some experienced captain on his travels, 
and occasionally by a general, who, to all the expres- 
sions invented in the classics, adds many unfamiliar 
ones, whose fabrication is due to himself alone. Noz- 
dreff's whole ancestry was analyzed in detail, and many 
of the members of his family in an ascending line 
suffered severely. 

But while he was sitting in his uncomfortable arm- 
chair, busied with troubled thoughts, and treating 
Nozdreff and all his race harshly, — the tallow candle 
burned on before him, its light long since obscured by 
a black cap of tinder, and threatening to go out every 
instant; and the dull, dark night peeped in at him 
through the window, on the point of turning blue with 
the approaching dawn ; and the cocks crowed afar ; and 
through the sleeping city there roamed, perchance, some 
wretched being in a frieze cloak, belonging to no one 
knows what class or rank, and conscious only, alas ! of 
the road, which is far too well worn by the Russian 
people who are given to riotous living, — at this very 
hour, in another quarter of the town, an incident was 
taking place, which was preparing to heighten the 
unpleasantness of our hero's position. 

> Supeiintendent of a poettng-etation. 
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Tlirough the distant streets and alleys of the town 
rattled a very singular equipage, which aroused doubt 
as to its proper nomenclature. It did not resemble 
a tarantas, nor a calash, nor a britchka, but was 
more like a swollen, fat-cheeked watermelon, set upon 
wheels. The cheeks of the watermelon — that is to say, 
the doors, which bore traces of yellow paint — closed 
very badly, on account of the' dilapidated condition of 
the handles and locks ; and therefore, they were secured 
with ropes. The watermelon was filled with chintz 
pillows in the shape of tobacco-pouches, small, semi- 
circular tiles, and simple pillows: it was stuffed with 
sacks of grain, kalatchi^^ kokurki^ skorodtimki, and 
cracknels of raised dough. A chicken-pie and a pasty 
filled with pickled cucumbers even peeped out on top. 
The foot-board was occupied by an individual of the 
lackey species, clad in a short round jacket of variegated 
home-made stuff, with an unshaven beard sprinkled 
with gray, — an individual of the sort known by the 
appellation of mcduiJ^ The rattle and squeak of the 
iron clamps and the rusty screws awakened a sentry at 
the other extremity of the town, who, raising his hal- 
berd, shouted at the top of his voice through his sleep, 
" Who goes there? " but perceiving that no one went, 
and that only a rattling was going on in the distance, he 
took himself by his collar of some sort of wild beast's 
skin, and, stepping up to the lantern, he chastised it 
thoroughly. Then, quitting his halberd once more, he 
went to sleep again, according to the laws of his order of 
chivalry. Meanwhile the horses had fallen down upon 
their fore-knees, because they were not shod ; and, be- 

1 Meat patties. 

* " Boy," in the sense of servant, regardless of age, ae a negro was 
formerly called a " boy '* in the South. 
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sides, it was evident that the ancient pavements of the 
town were not familiar to them. The koluimaga,^ after 
making several turns from street to street, finally drove 
into the obscure lane leading past the little parish church 
of St. Nikolai, and halted before the gate of the proto- 
pope's house. From the britchka descended a maid- 
servant with a kerchief on her head, and a tyelogryeka,* 
and seized the gate as vigorously in both fists as though 
she had been a man (the boy in his variegated jacket 
was afterwards dragged down by the legs, for he was 
sleeping like the dead). The dogs began to bark ; and 
the gates, opening, finally ingulfed, though with great 
difficulty, this clumsy travelling conveyance. 

The equipage entered the small court-yard, which was 
filled with wood, chicken-coops, and all sorts of cages : 
from the equipage emerged a lady ; this lady was the 
widow of the collegiate secretary Korobotchok. Shortly 
after our hero's departure, the old lady had been at- 
tacked with such uneasiness with regard to possible 
trickery on his part, that, after losing her sleep for three 
nights in succession, she had made up her mind to go 
to town heraelf , in spite of the fact that her horses were 
not shod, and there find out defiuitely what dead souls 
were good for, and whether she had not committed a 
blunder, which God forbid, in selling them, perchance, 
too cheap. The eventual results of this arrival, the 
reader will learn from a conversation which took place 
between two ladies. This conversation . . . but it will 
be better to give this conversation in another chapter. 

^ An ugly, heavy, old-faehioned coach. * A ehort, warm jacket. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE EMOTIONS OF A SMALL TOWN. 

The whole town ie aroueed. — The thousand and one pettineeeee of email 
towns. — Endless chatter and conjectures. — Principal anxiety of the 
women : Tchitchikoff certainly means to elope with the governor's daugh- 
ter. — Anxiety of the men : What, after all, does he mean by his dead 
eouls? And who is Tchitchikoff himself? — Many circumstances accumu- 
late, as though to torture them. — Much is said about the nomination and 
approaching arrival of a new governor. — In consequence of this rumor 
alone, not a single employee or magielrate neglects to examine his con- 
science, and to set his affairs in order. —Still, it must be ascertained who 
Tchitchikoff is, since he is the object of exciting and contradictory reports, 
both in town and in the country. Is he a man who sbould be arrested? 
Or is he a man with unlimited power, who can arrest every one ? — Madame 
Eorobotchka with her fantastic tales. — General uncertainty, uueasinese, 
and stupor. 

In the morning, even earlier than the hour which 

was designated in N as suitable for visits, a lady 

in an elegant plaid cloak emerged from the door of an 
orange-colored wooden mansion with blue columns, ac- 
companied by a lackey in a coat with numerous capes, 
and gold galloon on his glossy round hat. 

The lady instantly flitted, with remarkable haste, up 
the steps of the calash which stood at the entrance. 
The lackey immediately slammed the door after his lady, 
put up the steps, and, seizing the strap at the rear, he 
called to the coachman, " Drive on ! " The lady was 
the bearer of a piece of news which she had but just 
learned, and she felt an unconquerable desire to impart 
it. She looked out of the window every instant, and 
saw, to her indescribable vexation, that she was still 
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only half way to her destination. Every house seemed 
longer to her than usual: the white stone hospital, 
with its narrow windows, dragged out to an intermina- 
ble length, so that at last she could not restrain her 
impatience, and said, " There's no end to that cursed 
building ! " Twice had the coachman received the order, 
" Faster, faster, Andriushka ! You drive intolerably 
slow to-day!" Finally she attained her goal. The 
calash halted before a one-story wooden house of a dark 
gray hue, with white bass-reliefs over the windows, a 
lofty wooden grating before the windows themselves, and 
a narrow palisade, behind whose bars the slender trees 
gleamed white with the city dust which never left them. 
In the windows, pots of flowers were visible, and a 
parrot swinging in a cage, and clinging to his ring with 
his beak, and two poodles lying asleep in the sunshine. 
In this house dwelt the faithful friend of the lady who 
had just driven up. The author finds great difficulty 
in so designating these two ladies, that people may not 
take ofl'ence at him, as has happened in the past. To 
designate them by some fictitious name is dangerous. 
Whatever name may be invented, there will infallibly 
be found some one in some corner of this empire of 
ours — fortunately extensive — who bears it; and she 
will take infallibly offence, and that not lightly, and 
will assert to the day of her death, that the author 
went thither, secretly, with the express object of spying 
out every thing, how every one behaved, what sort of 
a tuluptchik they wore, and inquiring of some Agrafena 
Ivanovna or other, what every one liked to eat. 

If you call them by their rank, that is more danger- 
ous still. All ranks and classes among us are so irri- 
tated nowadays, that every thing in a printed book 
seems to them to be a personality : that disposition is 
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evidently abroad in the air. It suffices to say merely, 
that there is a stupid man in a certain town, — and that 
is a personality: some gentleman of respectable ex- 
terior will jump up all of a sudden, and conclude, 
" Why, I am just such a man, consequently I am stu- 
pid ! " In short, he perceives the point at once. There- 
fore, in order to avoid all this, we will designate the 
lady to whom the visitor went, by the name which was al- 
most universally accorded to her in the town of N ; 

namely, as the lady who was charming in every respect» 
She had acquired this cognomen in a legitimate manner ; 
for, in fact, she spared no pains to be agreeable to the 
last degree. 

Although, through all the amiability there certainly 
did peep — ugh ! how lively are the alterations of the 
feminine character ! — and although at times there ap- 
peared in every one of her gracious words — ugh ! such 
a prick ! but God defend us ! — for it seethed in her heart 
against that woman who by any chance first made her ap- 
pearance. But all this was clothed in such refined and 
worldly art, that is met with only in provincial towns. 
Every movement was made with taste ; she was very 
fond of poetry ; she even knew how to hold her head 
in a dreamy way ; and all were agreed that she really 
was charming in every respect. 

But the other lady — that is to say, the visitor — 
was not so many-sided in character, and therefore we 
will call her simply the charming lady. The arrival 
of the visitor awakened one of the poodles, who were 
slumbering in the sun, — shaggy Adele, who was con- 
stantly entangling herself in her own hair, and the thin- 
legged male puppy. Potpourri. Both carried their tails 
in rings into the ante-room, where the visitor had freed 
herself from her cloak, and stood in a gown of fashion- 
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аЫе pftttern mod color, mod ж kmg scarf about ber 
Deck: an odor of jaamine was wafted throogh the 
room. No sooner had the lady charming in every 
respect learned of the arriyal of her friend, the 
diarming lady, than she ran oat into the ante-room. 
The ladies seized each other by the hand, kissed each 
other, and screamed as school-girls scream when they 
meet shortly after their release from the institute, before 
their mammas Ьате succeeded in explaining to them 
that the father of one is poorer and of lower rank than 
the other. The kisses were executed loudly, so that 
the poodles began to bark again, for which they were 
switched with a handkerchief : and both ladies betook 
themselves to the drawing-room, which was blue, of 
course, with a divan, an oval table, and even a screen 
covered with plush ; after them ran shaggy Adele, and 
tall Potpourri on his slender legs. "Here, here, in 
this nice little comer! " said the hostess, seating her 
guest in the comer of the sofa. '' That's it, that's it ! 
now, here's a pillow for you." So saying, she thrust a 
pillow behind the other's back, which had a knight 
worked upon it in wool, in the fashion in which they 
always are worked on canvas : his nose projected like 
a staircase, and his lips were square. " How glad I am 
that you ... I heard some one arrive, and I thought 
to myself, ' Who can it be so early ? ' Parasha suggest- 
ed the wife of the vice-governor ; but I said, ' Well, 
has that fool come here to bore us again ? ' and I was 
on the point of saying that I was not at home." . . . 
The visitor was anxious to enter on the matter at once, 
and to communicate her news; but an exclamation 
which the lady charming in every respect uttered at 
that moment, suddenly gave another turn to the con- 
versation. 
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"What a gay, pretty chintz!" exclaimed the lady 
charming in every respect, gazing at the gown of the 
simply charming lady. 

" Yes, it is very gay. But Praskovya Feodorovna 
thinks that it would be better if the plaids were smaller, 
and if the dots were blue instead of light brown. I 
sent some material to my sister: it's so lovely, that 
to describe it in words is simply impossible. Just 
imagine : little stripes as fine and narrow as the human 
mind can conceive, a blue ground, and across the 
stripes all over dots and splashes, dots and splashes, 
dots and splashes, — in short, it is incomparable. I 
may say positively, that there was never any thing 
like it." 

" My dear, that is motley." 

*'Ah, no! it is not." 

*'Ah! it is motley." 

It must be stated that the lady charming in every 
respect was something of a materialist, inclined to 
denial and doubt, and that she despised very many 
things in life. 

Here the simply charming lady asserted that it was 
not motley in the least, and exclaimed, " Yes, I con- 
gratulate you : gimp is no longer worn." 

** What ! it is not worn ? " 

" No : scallops are worn instead.** 

" Scallops — ah, that's not nice at alll *' 

" Scallops ; every thing is scallops ; a pelerine of 
scallops, scallops on the sleeves, epaulet of scallops, 
scallops below, scallops everywhere." 

" It's not pretty, Sophia Ivanovna, if every thing is 
scallops.'* 

" It's incredibly pretty, Anna Grigorievna : they are 
made with two cuts ; the wide opening is at the top. 
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. . . Bat bow greatly, how greatly emprised you will 
be ! what will you say to • . . Now, you will be amazed : 
just fancy, bodices have grown still longer ; the front 
is cut in a point, and the front-bone passes all bounds : 
skirts are quite round, like the old-fashioned farthin- 
gales ; and a little wadding is even added behind, in 
order that one may be a complete beUe dame,** 

^^ Well, that is simple, I must confess! " said the 
lady charming in every respect, making a movement 
of the head which was full of dignity. 

" Exactly : it is really ... I confess that I like it," 
replied the charming lady. 

^^ As you please ; but I shall not follow that fashion, 
on any account." 

*' I, too, think . . . really, when you consider what 
fashion does come to sometimes . . . it's not like any 
thing at all ! I asked my sister for a pattern, just for 
the fun of the thing. My Melanie has begun to make 
it up." 

"So you have a pattern!" exclaimed the lady 
charming in every respect, not without a perceptible 
movement of anger. 

*' Certainly : ray sister sent it to rae." 

'' Give it to me, my soul, for the sake of all that's 
holy!" 

"Alas! I have already promised it to Prascovya 
Feodorovna. Perhaps you can have it after her." 

"Who will wear it after Prascovya Feodorovna? 
It's very strange that you should give the preference 
to strangers over your own friends." 

" But she is my great-aunt too." 

" God knows what sort of an aunt she is to you ! on 
the husband's side . . . No, Sophia Ivanovna, I don't 
want to hear any thing ; it will turn out that you meant 
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to inflict this insult on me ... it is plain that I have 
wearied you ; it is plain that you wish to break off all 
acquaintance with me.*' 

Poor Sophia Ivanovna positively did not know what 
to do. She felt that she had placed herself between 
two vigorous fires. So much for boasting. She was 
ready to prick her stupid tongue with needles for this. 

'* Well, and what alюut our charmer?" asked the 
lady charming in every respect. 

"Ah, my Heavens ! why am I sitting thus before you ? 
This is too good ! Of course you know, Anna Grigo- 
rievna, why I have come to you this morning? " Here 
the visitor's breathing became oppressed ; her words, 
like hawks, were all ready to fly forth in pursuit of one 
another ; and one must have been inhuman to that de- 
gree of which only a true friend is capable, in order to 
decide to stop her. 

*' Praise and laud him as you will," she said, with 
even more vivacity than usual, " but I say frankly, and 
I will say it to his face, that he is a wortliless man, — 
worthless, worthless, worthless ! " 

*' But only listen while I disclose to you "... 

''Rumors have been in circulation, that he is hand- 
some; but he is not handsome at all: and his nose 
. . . it's a most disagreeable nose." 

"Permit me, only permit me to tell you . . . my 
dearest Anna Grigorievna, permit me to tell you. 
This is really a history, — a history, do j^u under- 
stand? ce qu'oii dppelle histoire^** said tlie visitor, with 
an expression bordering on despair, and in a voice 
which was fairly beseeching. It will do no harm to 
remark that a great many foreign words were inter- 
mingled with the discourse of the two ladies, and, 
occasionally, long and complete French phrases. But 
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filled as the author is with respect for that saving grace 
which the French tongae has bestowed upon Russia, — 
filled as he is with reverence for the laudable customs 
of our highest society, which expresses itself therein 
at all houi*s of tlie day, out of the profoundest love for 
the fatherland, of course, — yet, with all this, he cannot 
bring himself to introduce a phrase from any language 
whatsoever into this, his Russian poem. We will pro- 
ceed, therefore, in Russian. 

*' What sort of a history? " 

" Ah, Anna Grigorievna, my life ! if you could but 
conceive the situation in which I find myself. Just 
imagine: this morning the protopopess — the wife of 
Father Kirill — comes to me, and what do you think? 
What sort of a fellow do you suppose our meek friend^ 
our stranger, is, hey?" 

''What! Has he been paying court to the proto- 
popess?" 

" Ah, Anna Grigorievna, if he only had been paying 
court, that would be nothing ! only listen to what the 
protopope's wife told me. She saysf that Madame 
Korobotchka, the landed proprietress, has come to her 
house, all frightened and as pale as death, and has 
told her — what has she not told her! Only listen I 
it's a perfect romance : all of a sudden, in the dead of 
the night, when everybody was fast asleep in the 
house, there comes a knock at the gate, — the most 
terrible knock that you can imagine : there is a cry of, 
' Open, open !• if you don't, I'll break down your 
gates ! ' . . . How does that strike you ? What sort 
of a charmer is he after that? " 

''But what is Madame Korobotchka like? Is she 
young and pretty?" 

" Not in the least : she is an old woman." 
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" Ah, charming ! So he is taken with an old woman ? 
Well, the taste of our ladies is very fine after that: 
they have pitched upon a nice person to fall in love 
with." 

" Why, no, Anna Grigorievna, it's not at all as you 
think. Only fancy, he presents himself armed from 
head to foot, like Rinaldo Rinaldino, and makes his 
demand : ' Sell all your souls that have died, * says 
he. Madame Korobotchka replies very sensibly, and 
says, 'I cannot sell them, because they are dead.' — 
'No,' says he, 'they are not dead. It's my business 
to know,' says he, ' whether they are dead, or not ; and 
they're not dead, they're not dead ! ' he shouts, ' they're 
not dead ! ' In short, he behaved in a scandalous 
manner : the whole village ran up, the children cried, 
everybody shouted, no one could understand ; well, 
there was simply — horreur^ horreur^ horreur! . . . 
But you cannot conceive, Anna Grigorievna, bow up- 
set I was when I heard all this. 'My dearest lady,' 
says Masha to me, ' look in the glass, and see how 
pale you are.' — ' I don't want to look in the glass,' I 
said. 'I must go and tell Anna Grigorievna.' I or- 
dered the calash that very instant. Andriushka, the 
coachman, asks me where I am going ; but I cannot 
utter a word, and I only stare in his face like a fool. 
I suppose he must have thought that I was crazy. 
Ah, Anna Grigorievna, if you only knew how it 
troubled me! " 

" But this is very strange," said the lady charming 
in every respect : "what can those dead souls mean? 
I must admit that I understand nothing whatever 
about it. This is the second time that I have heard 
about dead souls ; and still, my husband says that 
Nozdreflf lies : there is certainly something in it." 
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*^But, Anna Grigorievna, imagine my position 
when I heard this. 'And now,* says Madame Koio- 
botchka, ' I do not know/ says she, ' what I am to do. 
He made me sign my name to some counterfeit docu- 
ment,' says she, ' and he flung a fifteen-ruble bank-note 
at me. I,* says she, Ч am an inexperienced, helpless 
widow. I know nothing.' . . . Fine doings, indeed! 
But if you could gain any conception of how com- 
pletely I was upset ! " 

" As you please, but it is no question of dead souls : 
something else is concealed behind." 

" I agree with you," said the simply charming lady, 
somewhat taken with this idea, and conscious of a 
strong desire to know what could possibly be concealed 
behind this. She even said slowly, " And what do you 
think is concealed in this case ? Come, what do yon 
think?" 

'' What do I think? ... I confess that I am com- 
pletely bewildered." 

'^ But still, I should like to know your opinion on 
the subject." 

But the charming lady found nothing to say. She 
was capable of experiencing emotion, but she was not 
capable of forming an accurate theory; and for that 
reason she required, more than any other, tender 
friendship in her counsels. 

"Well, listen to what these dead souls are," said 
the lady charming in every respect; and at these 
words, her guest concentrated all her faculties on 
listening. Her little ears stretched forward of them- 
selves ; she rose so that she hardly rested on the divan ; 
and, although she was rather heavy, she suddenly be- 
came thinner, and almost as light as the down which 
floats through the air at a breath. 
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Thus does the Russian gentleman sportsman, as he 
approaches the forest, from which a hare, driven forth 
by the huntsmen, may at any moment leap, become, in 
one chilling moment, in company with his uplifted 
hunting-whip, one substance with the powder, to 
which the spark will speedily be touched. He is gaz- 
ing with all his eyes on the troubled air ; and he would 
already have captured the animal,, and have secured it 
beyond retreat, had not the whole snowy steppe risen 
against him, sending silver stars into his mouth, his 
mustache, his eyes, his brows, and his beaver cap. 

"Dead souls*' . . . began the lady charming in 
every respect. 

''What are they? what are they?" broke in the 
guest, in great excitement. 

"Dead souls" . . . 

" Ah, speak, for Heaven's sake ! " 

" That is simply invented as a blind ; but this is the 
real matter, — he wants to carry off the governor's 
daughter." 

This conclusion was, in fact, by no means ex- 
pected, and was remarkable in every respect. The 
charming lady, on hearing it, turned to stone on the 
spot, grew paler, pale as death, and actually became 
alarmed in serious earnest. 

" О Heavens ! " she exclaimed, clasping her hands. 
"That is something which I should never have 
suspected ! " 

" But I must confess, that I guessed as soon as you 
opened your mouth, what the matter was," replied the 
lady charming in every respect. 

" But what are we to think of training at the insti- 
tute after this, Anna Grigorievna? There's innocence 
■for you!" 
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^'Innocence indeed ! I have heard that she says soch 
things as I admit I should not have the courage to 
utter." 

*' Do you know, Anna Grigorievna, it simply breaks 
one's heart to see to what a pitch immorality has already 
attained!" 

'^ But all the men are wild about her. But I must 
confess, that, to my mind, she has nothing to her." . . • 

" She is intolerably affected." 

'^ Ah, my life, Anna Grigorievna ! she is a statue, and 
there is not a particle of expression in her face." 

" Oh, how affected, how affected, she is ! Heavens, 
how affected ! I do not know who taught her, but never 
in my life have I seen a woman with so many aire ! " 

" She's a perfect statue, my love, and as pallid as 
death." 

'' Ah, don't mention it, Sophia Ivanovna ! she rouges 
outrageously." 

" Ah ! what are you saying, Anna Grigorievna? she 
is chalk, chalk, the purest chalk." 

" My dear, I sat beside her : the h)uge is a finger in 
thickness, and falls off in cakes, like stucco. Her 
mother taught her : she is a coquette herself, and the 
daughter will surpass the mother." 

^* Now, excuse me: you may take an oath if you 
please, but I am ready to saciifice my children, my 
husband, my whole fortune, this very instant, if she 
uses a single drop, or an atom, or even a shadow, of 
rouge." 

** Ah ! what are you saying, Sophia Ivanovna? " said 
the lady charming in every respect, clasping her hands. 

'* And really, Anna Grigorievna, you say such things 
I can only stare at you in amazement," said the charm- 
ing lady, clasping her hands also. 
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Let it not seem strange to the reader, that the two 
ladies are unable to agree as to what they had seen at 
almost one and the same time. There really are many 
things in the world which possess the same property : 
if one lady looks at them, they turn out perfectly white ; 
but let another lady look at them, and they will appear 
red, as red as a cranberry. 

" Now, this will prove to you that she is pale,*' went 
on the charming lady : " I remember now that I was 
sitting beside Maniloff ; and I said to him, ' See how 
pale she is ! ' Truly, one must needs be as foolish as 
our gentlemen to laud her. But that charmer of ours 
. . . Ah, how repulsive he seemed to me ! You cannot 
conceive, Anna Grigorievna, to what a degree he seemed 
repulsive tp mel " 

"Nevertheless, there were some ladies who were 
not entirely indifferent to him." 

" Do you mean me, Anna Grigorievna? Why, you 
can never say that, never, never ! " 

" No, I was not speaking of you : just as though 
there were no one but you ! " 

"Never, never, Anna Grigorievna! Permit me to 
remark to you, that I know myself very well ; but per- 
bai)s it is true of certain ladies who affect the rdle of 
unapproachable. " 

" You will excuse me, Sophia Ivanovna ! Allow me 
to inform you, that such scandals have never been con- 
nected with my name. With some other, possibly, but 
not with mine ; and you must allow me to tell you so." 

"Why have you taken offence? There were other 
women there : there were even some who snatched the 
chair near the door, in order to l>e nearer to him,*' 

Now, after such words uttered by the charming lady, 
a tempest should inevitably have followed ; but, to their 
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iDtenee amazement, both ladies suddenly calmed down, 
and nothing whatever came of it. The lady charming 
in every respect recollected that the pattern was not yet 
in her possession ; and the charming lady perceived 
that she had not succeeded in learning all the particu- 
lars with regard to the discovery made by her sincere 
friend, and therefore peace speedily ensued. Moreover, 
it cannot be affirmed of either of the ladies, that they 
experienced an impulse to bear Ul-will ; and, on the 
whole, there was nothing malicious about their charac- 
ters : and thus there arose in the course of conversation 
a small desire to prick each other ; one would simply 
slip in some pointed little word aimed at the other, for 
her own enjoyment: ''That's for you I now take it 
and digest it." The impulses of the heart differ in the 
male sex as well as in the female sex. 

" But still, I cannot comprehend," said the simply 
charming lady, *' how Tchitchikoff, a new-comer, could 
make up his mind to such an audacious enterprise. It 
cannot be that he has no confederates." 

" And you think that there are none? " 

'* But who do you suppose would help him? " 

*' Well, Nozdreff, for instance." 

" Do you think Nozdreff would? " 

''And why not? it would be just like him. You 
know that he tried tx) sell his own father, or, rather, to 
gamble him away at cards." 

"Ah, good Heavens ! what interesting news I learn 
from you ! I should never have supposed that Nozdreff 
was mixed up in this history." 

" I always have supposed so." 

"When you think of it, really what things do come 
to pass in the world ! now, could any one have imagined, 
when Tchitchikoff first came to our town, you recollect, 
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that he would create such a strange commotion in the 
world? Ah, Anna Grigorievna, if you only knew how 
thoroughly upset I am ! If it were not for your good 
will and friendship . . . and here we are, on the brink 
of destruction . . . and what is to become of us^ My 
Masha sees that I am as pale as death : ' Dearest mis- 
tress,' she says to me, 'you are as pale as death.' — 
' Masha,' I say, ' I don't care for that now.' So that's 
the state of things. So Nozdreff is concerned in it ! I 
like that!" 

The charming lady was extremely anxious to learn 
some further particulars with regard to the eloi^ement ; 
that is to say, about the hour at which it was to take 
place, and so forth. But the lady charming in every 
respect asserted her ignorance in plain terms. She did 
not know how to lie : to suppose a thing is another 
matter, but in that case, too, when the supposition is 
founded on inward conviction ; but if she did feel an 
inward conviction, then she would have known how to 
stand up for herself : and some learned advocate, re- 
nowned for his gift of overcoming other people's opin- 
ions, might have attempted it ; but if he had attempted 
to wage battle here, he would have found out what an 
inward conviction signifies. 

It is not at all surprising that the two ladies should 
have finnly convinced themselves at last, that what 
they had at first assumed was only an assumption. Our 
brothers, the wise men, as we call ourselves, proceed 
nearly in the same fashion ; and our learned judgments 
serve as a proof of the fact. At first the learned man 
approaches them in a remarkably crafty manner ; he 
b 'gins timidly, with the most modest of questions : 
•'Whence comes it? Did not this land receive its 
name from such and such a corner?" or, "Does not 
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this document belong to another and a later period ? '* 
or, "Is it not necessary to take this people as meaning 
that other i>eople?" He immediately cites various 
ancient authors: and as soon as he sees, or merely 
thinks he sees, a hint, he sets off at a ti4)t, and takes 
courage, converses plainly with the ancient writers, 
puts questions to them, and even answers for them 
himself, wholly forgetting the fact that he began with 
a timid assumption ; it already seems to him that he 
sees it, that it is clear : and his judgment is contained 
in the wonls, " So this is how it was ! So that is the 
nation which we are to understand! So that is the 
point from which the subject must be considered!" 
Th(»n comes publication from the pulpit ; and the newly 
discovered truth is despatched on its travels through 
the world, gathering to itself followei-s and disciples. 

At the very moment when the two ladies had so suc- 
cessfully and cleverly unravelled this whole compli- 
cated matter, the procurator, with his ever immovable 
physiognomy, his thick brows, and winking eye, entered 
the drawing-room. The ladies vied with each other in 
communicating to him all the circumstances : they told 
about the purchase of the dead souls, of Tchitchikoff's 
intention to carry off the governor's daughter, and con- 
trived to thoroughly confuse him ; so that, in spite of 
standing for a long time in one and the same place, 
winking with his left eye, and slapping his chin with 
his handkerchief, he could make absolutely nothing out 
of it. So the ladies left him in that condition, and set 
off, each in her own direction, to stir up the town. 
This enterprise they succeeded in carrying out in a 
little over half an hour. The town was decidedly 
stirred up : every thing was in a ferment, and no one 
could understand any thing about the matter. The 
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ladies had managed to cast such a mist before the eyes 
of all, that all, and the officials in particular, re- 
mained completely stunned for some time. Their situ- 
ation for the fii*st moment resembled that of the sleepy 
scholar, whose more matutinal comrades have stuffed a 
hussar — that is to say, a paper filled with tobacco — 
into his nose. Having drawn the tobacco into himself 
in his half slumber, with all the zeal of a sleeper, he 
wakes, springs up, stares about him on all sides like 
a fool, and cannot underatand where he is, or what has 
happened to him ; and then he distinguishes the walls 
illumined by the slanting rays of the sun, the laughter 
of his comrades, who are hiding in the corners, and 
the dawning day glancing through the window, with 
the forest wide awake, resounding with the voices of 
a thousand birds, and a gleaming rivulet, and bright, 
winding interstices here and there among the slender 
reeds, all bestrewn with open pools which invite to the 
bath, and then at length he becomes conscious that a 
hussar has been thrust up his nose. 

Exactly such, at first, was the situation of the in- 
habitants and officials of the town. Every one stood 
stock-still, with protruding eyes, like a sheep. The 
dead souls, the governor's daughter, and Tchitchikoff 
were merged and mingled in their brains in a won- 
drously queer fashion : then, after their first stupefac- 
tion, they seemed to disentangle them, — to separate 
them one from the other. They began to demand an 
account, and to become enraged, on perceiving that 
the affair would in no wise explain itself. What sort 
of a parable, in fact, what sort of a parable was this 
about dead souls? There was no logic whatever in 
dead souls ; — how could dead souls be purchased ? 
Where could a fool be found to do it? And with what 



274 TCHJTCniKOFF'S JOURNEYS; OR, DEAD SOULS, 

sort of contraband money would he effect it? And 
with what object ? to what use could dead souls be ap- 
plied ? And why mix up the governor's daughter in 
all this? If he wanted to run off with her, then why 
buy dead souls in ortler to accomplish this ? And if 
he bought dead souls, then why elope with the govern- 
or's daughter? Did he mean to dower her with the 
dead souls? In short, what nonsense was this, which 
had been disseminated throughout the town? And 
what sort of a state of things was it, when, before one 
could turn round, scandals were set afloat? — and if 
there had only been some sense in them. . . . How- 
ever, they had been put in circulation, so, of course, 
there was some foundation for them. What foundation 
was there for the dead souls ? None at all ! It was 
all stuff and nonsense ! Why, deuce take it, that's all ! 
... In a word, rumor was followed by rumor ; and 
the whole town set to talking about dead souls and 
the governor's daughter, about Tchitchikoff and dead 
souls, about the governor's daughter and Tchitchikoff ; 
and every thing on earth was started. The town, 
which had hitherto seemed to be asleep, was lashed as 
by a whirlwind. All the loungers and idlers, who had 
lain at home for years in their dressing-gowns, — lay- 
ing the blame now on the shoemaker, who had made 
their shoes too tight, now on the tailor, now on the 
drunken coachman, — crept out of their holes ; all 
those who had long since dropped all their acquaint- 
ances, and were only known, as they say, to the landed 
proprietors, Zavalishinin and Polezhaeff (familiar terms 
derived from the verbs polezhat and zavalitsya.,^ which 
are very much used among us iu Russia, as well as the 

1 Ibleehat, to lie a while; Zavalitsya, to stretch опе*в lelf out. 
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phrase, to go to Sopikoff and Khrapovitzkoff^^ signi- 
fying all profound slumber on the side, the back, or 
in other positions, accompanied by snoring, whistling 
through the nose, and other concomitants) ; all those 
whom it had been impossible to lure out of their 
houses, even by an invitation to sup five-hundred ruble 
fish-soup, together with a sturgeon two arshins long, and 
fish-pasties of all sorts, which melt in the mouth ; in a 
word, it seemed that the town was as populous, great, 
and well filled as could be desired. A certain Suisoi 
Pafnutievitch and a Macdonald Karlovitch, of whom no 
one had ever heard, made their appearance. In the 
hostelries there came to the surface a long, intermin- 
ably long, individual, with a hand wounded by a gun- 
shot, of such lofty stature as had never been looked 
upon before. Covered drozhkies, unfamiliar lineiki,^ 
rickety vehicles, equipages with screaming wheels, be- 
came visible in the streets, and matters grew lively. 
At any other time, and under any other circumstances, 
such rumors would, probably, not have attracted any 
attention whatever ; but it was a long time since the 
town of N had received any news of any descrip- 
tion. For the space of three whole months, nothing had 
arisen, even of the sort which is designated in capital 
cities as gossip, and which, as is well known, is equiv- 
alent, so far as the town is concerned, to the timely 
supply of edible provisions. Two entirely contra- 
dictory theories suddenly came to the surface in the 
town-talk, and two opposing parties were as suddenly 
established, — the masculine and the feminine. The 
masculine party, which was perfectly ridiculous, di- 
rected its attention to the dead souls. The feminine 

1 From cpit^ to Bleep ; and khrapyet, to enore. 

* Lineika, a vehicle reiembling a jauuting-car; a cAar-d-^aiu». 



276 TCffITCHIKOFF'8 JOURNEYS; OR, DEAD SOULS, 

occapied itself exclasively with the abdaction of the 
goveraor's daughter. In this party — to the honor of 
the ladies it must be remarked — there were incomparably 
more order and caution. Their vocation was, evidently, 
to be good and orderly housewives. With them, all 
speedily assumed a vivid and definite aspect, was clothed 
in clear and visible forms, was explained, was sifted : 
in short, a finished picture emerged. It appeared that 
Tchitchikoff had been enamoured for a long time, and 
that they had met by moonlight in the garden ; that 
the governor would even have given his daughter, for 
Tchitchikoff was as rich as a Jew, if it had not been 
for his wife, whom he had abandoned (where they had 
learned that Tchitchikoff was married, was more than 
any one could say) ; and that his wife, who was suffer- 
ing from hopeless love, had written the most touching 
letter to the governor ; and that Tchitchikoff, when he 
saw that the father and mother would not give their 
consent on any terms, had resolved on abductiou. In 
other houses, this was narrated somewhat differently : 
That Tchitchikoff had no wife at all ; but that he, 
like a clever man, acting on a certainty, had under- 
taken, in order to obtaiu the hand of the daughter, to 
begin matters with the mother, and that he had a secret 
affair of the heart with her; and that afterwards he 
had made his proposal for the daughter's hand ; but 
the mother, becoming alarmed lest a crime against re- 
ligion should be committed, and feeling the gnawings of 
conscience within her soul, had flatly i*efused ; and that 
that was why Tchitchikoff had decided on an elopement. 
To all this, many explanations and corrections were 
added, in proportion as the rumors at length penetrated 
the most remote alleys. In Russia, the lower classes 
of society are very fond of discussing the scandals 
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which take place in the highest society ; so they began 
to talk this over in the miserable little cabins, where 
no one knew Tchitchikoff, nor had even set eyes on 
him ; and fresh additions, and very extensive expla- 
nations, were made. The subject grew momentarily 
more absorbing, and assqmed more definite fonn with 
eveiy day ; and finally, it was brought to the ears of 
the governor's wife hei*self, in all its perfection. The 
governor's wife, as the mother of a family, and the 
first lady in town, and susi)ecting nothing of all this, 
felt thoroughly insulted by such stories, and flew into a 
rage, which was in evei-y respect justifiable. The poor 
little blonde had to undergo the most unpleasant sort of a 
tete-u'tete that ever it was the lot of a sixteen-year-old 
maiden to endure. Whole floods of questions, cross- 
questions, declarations, threats, reproaches, exhorta- 
tions, so that the girl burst into tears, and sobbed, and 
could not understand a single word. The porter re- 
ceived strict orders not to admit Tchitchikoff at any 
time, or under any circumstances. 

Having accomplished their business so far as the 
governor's wife was concerned, the ladies made an at- 
tack on the masculine party, endeavoring to incline the 
latter to their side, and asserting that the dead souls 
were all a fabrication, and only made use of in order 
to avert all suspicion, so that the abduction might the 
more successfully be earned out. Many of the men 
were actually converted, and went over to their side, 
notwithstanding the fact that they called down upon 
themselves a vigorous denunciation from their compan- 
ions, who heaped upon them the opprobrious names of 
women and petticoats, which, as is well known, are 
extremely insulting to the male sex. 

But arm themselves and resist as they would, there 
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was no such order in the masculine party as there was 
in the feminine. Every thing with them was, after a 
fashion, rude, unpolished, unfitting, awkward, inhar- 
monious, ugly : there was a confusion in their heads, a 
turmoil, a lack of clearness, a slovenliness about their 
thoughts; in short, bare, cparse, heavy nature was 
therein disclosed, quite unfitted for household manage- 
ment, or for convictions of the heart, inci*ednloue, lazy, 
filled with incessant doubts and eternal fear. They 
said that it was all nonsense ; that the abduction of the 
governor's daughter was rather the deed of a hussar 
than that of a citizen ; that TchitchikofiP would not do it ; 
that the women were lying ; that a woman is — a sack, 
— whatever is put into her, that she carries ; that the 
chief point to which they should direct their attention 
was the dead souls, for, after all, the deuce only knew 
what they meant, but that, nevertheless, something 
vei-y low and rascally was concealed behind them. 
Why the men thought that something low and rascally 
was concealed behind them, we shall learn directly. 

A new governor-general had been appointed for the 
province ; and his arrival, as is well known, would create 
a state of excitement among the officials : there would 
ensue investigations, reprimands, a thorough setting to 
rights, and all sorts of official brews with which the 
chief would treat his subordinates. '* Now, what," 
thought the functionaries, "if he finds out that these 
stupid rumors are afloat in town? He may on that 
score alone make life too hot for us, even to death ! " 
The inspector of the medical institute suddenly turned 
pale. God knows what fancy assailed him : did not the 
dead sotds signify the patients who had died in consider- 
able numbers in the hospitals and in other places, of an 
epidemic, against which the proper measures had not 
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been taken ? was not Tchitchikoff the official despatched 
from the office of the governor-general to institute a 
secret investigation? He communicated tliis idea to 
the president of the court. The president retorted 
that that was nonsense, and then immediately turned 
pale himself, on putting to himself the query, What were 
the dead souls purchased by Tchitchikoff, as a matter 
of fact? And he had allowed the deeds of sale to be 
completed, and had even played the part of Pliushkin's 
confidential agent in the matter ; and that would come 
to the governor's ears, — and what then ? He had no 
sooner mentioned this to one and another, than both 
individuals turned pale : a terror more infectious than 
the pest was instantly communicated. All instantly 
sought out in themselves sins which they had never 
even committed. The words dead souls sounded so 
indefinite, that they even began to suspect that they 
contained a hint referring to the over-hasty interment 
of dead bodies, in two cases of recent occurrence. 
The first of the cases had chanced with some Solvu- 
itchegod merchants, who had come to town for the fair, 
and who had afterwards entered и\юп a carouse with 
some friends, merchants from Ustsuisolsko, — a carouse 
on the Russian plan with foreign additions — orgeats, 
punches, cordials, and so on. The carouse ended in 
a fight, as usual. The Solvuitchegod men slew the 
Ustsuisolsko men, although they received a stout drub- 
bing from the latter on their ribs, their flanks, and 
other portions of their bodies, which bore witness to 
the immeasurably huge fists with which the deceased 
had been endowed. One of the victors even had his 
nose split, according to the expression of the bullies ; 
that is, his nose was completely crushed, so that only 
about half a finger's length of it remained on his face. 
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The traders acknowledged their guilt, alleging in 
excuse, that they had been in a kind of frenzy. Ru- 
mors spread abroad that they had redeemed their guilty 
heads by the offering of four imperial bank-notes apiece : 
however, the affair was wrapped in mystery. It appeared 
from the scientific inqoest subsequently, that the 
Ustsuisolsko men had died of suffocation by stove-gas ; 
and therefore they were buried as persons who had been 
suffocated. Another instance of recent occurrence 
was the following : The crown-serfs of the hamlet of 
Vshivoi-Spyes, uniting with serfs of the same class 
belonging to the hamlet of Borovka and Zadirailoff, 
had annihilated, as it were, from the face of the earth, 
the rural police; that is to say, the president of the 
court, Drobyazhkin, had presumed to go too often to 
their village, which in some cases is equivalent to an 
epidemic ; and the reason was, that the rural policeman, 
so they said, suffered fmm weakness in the region of 
the heart, and gazed too attentively at the women and 
girls. However, nothing was known for a certainty ; 
though the serfs expressed themselves plainly in their 
testimony, to the effect that the rural policeman had 
been as sensual as a cat, and that they had given him 
more than one warning previously, and once had even 
chased him out of an izbd (cabin) into which he had 
thrust himself, in a light costume. Of course the rural 
1юИсетап deserved to be punished for his weaknesses 
of the heart, but it was impossible to justify the serfs 
of Vshivoi-Spyes and of Zadirailoff for taking the law 
into their hands, if they had really participated in mur- 
der. But the matter was obscure : the rural policeman 
had been found on the highway ; the uniform, or sur- 
tout, on the rural policeman was worse than a rag ; 
and it was impossible to recognize him from his face. 



THE EMOTIONS OF A SMALL TOWN. 281 

The affair dragged along through the court, and finally 
reached the upper tribunal, where it was at first decided 
in secret council to this effect : As it was not known 
which of the serfs had taken part in the affair, and as 
they were tolerably numerous ; and since Drobyazhkin 
was dead, and could not gain much by it, even if he won 
the case ; while the serfs were still alive, and hence a 
decision in their favor was of very great importance to 
them, — therefore the matter was decided thus: that 
the president of the court, Drobyazhkin, was himself to 
blame, inasmucH as he had unjustly oppressed the peas- 
ants of Vshivoi-Spyes and Zadirailoff ; therefore, he had 
died of an apoplectic stroke while returning in his 
sleigh. The matter had been thoroughly disposed of, 
apparently ; but, for some reason or other, the oflScials 
began to think that probably the question was now of 
these dead souls. Now, it happened as if expressly, that, 
at the very time when messieurs the oflflcials found them- 
selves in such embarrassing circumstances, two docu- 
ments reached the governor. The contents of one of 
them was to the effect, that, according to reports and 
information previously received, there was at that time 
in the government, a counterfeiter of bank-notes, who 
was in concealment under various names, and that a 
strict investigation was to be immediately instituted. 
The other document contained a communication from the 
govei-nor of a neighboring province in regard to legal 
proceedings in the case of a highway robber, and if 
any suspicious individual should make his appearance 
in that government, without references or passport, he 
was to be instantly arrested. These two documents 
fairly stunned them all. Their first conclusions and 
conjectures were entirely wrong. Of course, it was 
quite impossible to suppose that this had any i*eference 
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to Tchitchikoff: nevertheless, when they all came to 
think the matter over, each one from his own point of 
view, and when they recollected, that, as a matter of 
fact, they did not know in the least who Tchitchikoflf 
was, that he had expressed himself in a very obscure 
way with regard to his own i^erson, — had said, in truth, 
that he had suffered for the right in the ser^'ice, though 
that was far from being explicit, — and when, in addi- 
tion to all this, they recollected that he had even spoken 
of having many enemies, who went so far as to even 
seek his life, then they became yet пюге thoughtful ; 
his life was in danger ; he was peraecuted, consequently 
he had done something. . . . And who was he, after 
all? Of course it was impossible to think that he made 
counterfeit bank-notes, much less that he could be a 
highwayman ; his personal appearance was in his favor ; 
but with all this, who could he be, in fact? 

Thus messieurs the officials now began to put to 
themselves the query which they should have put* in 
the first instance, — that is to say, in the first chapter 
of our poem. It was decided to make some inquiries 
of those persons from whom the souls had been pur- 
chased, in order that they might at least learn what 
manner of sale it had been, and what was to be under- 
stood by these dead souls, and whether he had not 
revealed to some one, unintentionally it might be, or • 
in passing, his real intentions, and whether he had not 
told some one who he really was. First of all, they 
addressed themselves to INIadame Korobotchka, but 
there they learned little : he had bought serfs of her 
for fifteen rubles, she said, and he dealt in chickens' 
feathers, too, and he had promised to purchase all sorts 
of things ; and he furnished tallow to the treasury, and 
therefore he must certainly be a rascal, for there had 
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been one man already who bought chickens' feathers, 
and supplied the treasury with tallow, and he had de- 
ceived everybody, and had cheated the protopopess 
out of more than a hundred rubles. All that she said 
further was nearly a repetition of the same thing, and 
all that the officials perceived was that Madame Koro- 
botchka was simply a stupid old woman. Maniloff 
replied to them that he was always ready to answer 
for Pavel Ivanovitch as for himself, that he would 
sacrifice the whole of his property if he could thereby 
acquire the hundredth part of Pavel Ivanovitch's quali- 
ties ; and altogether he expressed himself in the most 
flattering terms with regard to the latter, adding some 
reflections on friendship, which he uttered with half- 
closed eyes. These thoughts sufficiently exhibited, of 
course, the tender impulses of his heart, but they did 
not explain the matter in hand to the officials. Soba- 
kevitch answered, that, in his opinion, TchitchikoflT was 
a fine man ; that he had sold the latter serfs for export, 
and that the people were alive in every sense, but that 
he would not answer for what might happen in the 
future ; that if they were to die on the road, in conse- 
quence of the hardships of transportation, that would bQ 
no fault of his, and that God alone is jx)werful in that 
matter; but there are many fevers and other deadly 
diseases in the world, and cases had been heard of where 
whole villages had died oflT. Messieurs the officials 
had recourse to still another device, which is not quite 
honorable, but which is occasionally resorted to never- 
theless, — that is to say, they undertook to interrogate 
TchitchikoflT s servants through their lackey acquaint- 
ances, and to discover whether they knew any particu- 
lars with regard to the former life and circumstances of 
their master ; but they learned nothing. All they got 



284 TCHITCHIKOFF'S JOURNEYS; OR, DEAD S0UL8, 

from Petrashka was an odor of an inhabited apartment, 
and from Selifan that his master had '' been in the 
service of the state, and had formerly been in the 
custom-house," and nothing more. A very strange 
custom obtains with this class of people : if they are 
questioned directly about any thing, they never remem- 
ber, they retain nothing whatever in their minds, and 
answer simply that they do not know ; but if they are 
interrogated about something else, they di-ag this in, 
and naiTate it with a multitude of details which one 
does not care to listen to. All the researches carried 
out by the officials merely disclosed to them the fact 
that they knew nothing with certainty as to what Tchi- 
tchikoff was, but that nevertheless Tchitchikoff must 
surely be something. They eventually concluded to 
talk the matter over in a decisive manner, and to ar- 
rive at a decision as to what was to be done about it, 
and what measures were to be taken, and what he really 
was, — whether he was a man whom it was necessary to 
detain, and lay hands on as an evil-disposed person, or 
whether he was a man who could detain and lay hands 
upon them all as persons of evil intent. With this ob- 
ject, it was proposed that they should all assemble at 
the house of the chief of police, who is already known 
to the reader as the father and benefactor of the town. 
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CHAPTER X. 

THE RESULT IS OUR HERO's FLIGHT. 

The officials assemble at the house of the chief of police. —They indtilge in 
fresh conjectures as to Tchitchiltoff. — Orders have been received to look 
out for counterfeiters and brigands. — May not Tchitchikoff be Capt. 
Kopyelkln? — The absurdity of this llieory, Kopyeikin liaving but one 
leg and one arm. — May he not be Napoleon escaped from 8t. Helena? — 
Or is he not rather Antichrist, the object of grave concern at an epoch 
when mysticism was in vogue, even in the highest society? — No one ever 
believes a word that Nozdrcfif utters. — Never mind, though : he is in town 
Btill; he is sent for, and questioned; he rails, and the assemblage trem- 
bles. — NozdrefiE, on issuing thence, hastens to Tchitchikoff*s inn, with the 
hope of extracting a handsome sum of money by charging the residents 
of the town with all die statements which he has juel made himself, and 
exaggerating the most alMui-d and horrifying. — Tchitchikoff takes the 
alarm, and determines to leave town on the day following this annoying 
visit: he wishes his britchka to be ready at daybreak; he gives his orders 
accordingly, and goes to bed. — While he is innocently reposing, Noz- 
drefTs remarks spread abroad . and the ladies, more excited than ever, 
carry the news from house to house, that Tchitchikoff is a counterfeiter, 
the chief of a band of redoobtablo brigands, polygamous, and a police 
spy ; that he has just abducted the governor's daughter, with the aid of 
Nozdreff, who does not deny the statement, and that the pope of such 
and such a village has married them in due form, for seventy-five rubles. 
— Belifan appears very much put out at the order to be ready to depart 
at daybreak. 

On assembling at the residence of the chief of police, 
who is already well known to the reader as the father 
and benefactor of the town, the officials had occasion 
to remark, from each other's api^earance, that they 
had become emaciated with all this care and anxiety. 
In fact, the appointment of a new governor-general, 
the arrival of those documents of secret import, and 
these rumors, signifying God knows what, — all this 
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• 

bad left visible traces upon tbeir countenances, and the 
swallow-tailed coats on many of them bad grown per- 
ceptibly loose. All bad yielded to tbe effects: the 
president of tbe court bad grown thin, and tbe in- 
spector of tbe Medical Institute bad giown thin ; and a 
certain Semen Ivanovitch; who never was called by bis 
family name, and who wore upon bis index-finger a 
ring, which be allowed the ladies to look at, — even be 
bad grown thin. Of course, as is always tbe case, 
there were some not of a timid cast of character, who 
had not lost their presence of mind ; but of such there 
were very few indeed. The postmaster alone did not 
alter his usual evenness of character ; and be was always 
accustomed to say, in such cases, " We know you, 
you governor-generals ! There may, possibly, be three 
or four changes in your ranks, but I have been sitting 
in my place for the last thirty years, my dear sirs." To 
this, the other officials generally replied, " It's all well 
enough for you, sprechen Sie Deutsch, Ivan Andre- 
itch : your business concerns the mails ; you have to 
despatch and receive them : you can get surly, shut up 
the office an hour before the time, accept a letter from a 
belated merchant at a prohibited hour, or foi-ward some 
package which ought not to be forwarded, — and of 
course, anybody could be a saint under those circum- 
stances. But just let the Evil One keep company with 
you for awhile, and thrust himself upon you everyday, 
so that, even when you don't want to accept, he forces 
things into your hand. It's all very well for you, — you 
have but one little boy ; but here God has been gracious 
to my Praskovya Feodorovna, — every year she presents 
me with a dear little Praskushka, or a small Petrushka : 
you would sing a very different song under those cir- 
cumstances, my boy." 
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Thus spoke the officials ; and whether, as a matter 
of fact, it is possible to resist the Devil, it is not the 
author's place to decide. In the councils which were 
contributed on this occasion, there was a very evident 
lack of that indispensable quality which the common 
people designate as sense. We are not, as a rule, cre- 
ated to fill the post of representative of an assembly. 
In all our gatherings, beginning with the peasant con- 
ventions of the mir^^ and ascending to all possible 
learned and other committee meetings, utter confusion 
reigns, unless there is some one head to preside over 
every thing. It is difficult to say why this is so : 
evidently, the nation is such, that only those gather- 
ings are successful which are organized for the pur- 
pose of dining or carousing, such as clubs and all 
sorts of pleasure- gardens, which are established on a 
foreign plan. But there is great readiness to enter on 
any thing whatever at any moment. All of a sudden, 
as soon as the wind begins to blow, we set up benevo- 
lent societies, — societies to assist people, and Heaven 
knows what all besides. The object may be very ad- 
mirable, but nothing comes of it all. This arises from 
the fact, possibly, that we become suddenly content 
with the beginning, and consider the matter already 
finished. For example, after having organized some 
charitable society for the benefit of the poor, and after 
having sacrificed considerable sums, we immediately 
give a dinner, in commemoration of so laudable an 
enterprise, to all the prominent officials of the town, 
of course, and it costs one-half of the money thus 
contributed; with the remainder, the committee at 
once hires magnificent quarters, with heat and attend- 
ance : and after all this, there remains for the poor, 

^ The local peasant council, or governing body. 
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out of the whole amount, — five rubles* and a half at 
the most ; and all the members of the committee are 
not even agreed as to the disposition to be made of this 
sum, and each one presses the claims of his favorite. 
However, the council which had assembled on the 
present occasion was of a very different stamp : it was 
organized in answer to an imperative demand. The 
question did not concern any poor people, or any 
strangers : the matter touched every official personally ; 
the matter in question was connected with a calamity 
which threatened all alike ; hence, of necessity, they 
were forced to be пюге harmonious and united in theu: 
action. 

But, in spite of all these considerations, the deuce 
only knows what came of it all. Not to mention the 
disagreements which ai*e characteristic of all councils 
whatever, a most incomprehensible lack of decision 
was evinced in the views of those who had assembled 
there. One said that Tchitchikoff was a counterfeiter 
of imperial bank-notes, and then added himself, 
'* But perhaps he is not a counterfeiter." Another 
asserted tliat be was an official belonging to the gov- 
ernor-genefears chancellery, and immediately subjoined, 
'* However, the deuce only knows what he is: you 
certainly can't read it on his forehead." All protested 
against the surmise that he might be a bandit in dis- 
guise : they considered that, in addition to his personal 
appearance, which was respectable in itself, there was 
nothing in his convei-sation to indicate a man given to 
deeds of violence. All at once, the postmaster, after 
having remained buried in some sort of reflection for 
the space of several minutes, — either in consequence 
of a sudden inspiration which had illumined his mind, 
or from some other cause, — unexpectedly exclaimed, 
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"Do you know, gentlemen, who he is?" The voice 
in which he uttered this had something about it which 
caused all to exclaim simultaneously, "Who?** — 
" This man, gentlemen, is no other than Capt. Kopyei- 
kin ! *' And when all, with one voice, thereupon in- 
quired, "Who is Capt. Kopyeikin?** the postmaster 
said, " So you don*t know who Capt. Kopyeikin is? " 

All replied that they had not the least idea who 
Capt. Kopyeikin was. 

"Capt. Kopyeikin," said the postmaster, opening 
his snufif-box only half way, lest some of his neighbors 
should thrust in their fingers, as to whose cleanliness 
he had not much faith, — " Capt. Kopyeikin,** said the 
postmaster, taking a pinch of snuff, "why, as to that, 
if I were to tell you all about him, it would turn out 
an exceedingly interesting subject for some writer, — a 
complete poem, after a fashion." 

All present expressed a desire to hear this story, or, 
as the postmaster put it, tliis whole complete poem, as 
it were, which would be exceedingly interesting for a 
writer ; and he began as follows : — 

THE HISTORY OP CAPT. KOPYEIKIN.^ 

"After the campaign of 1812, my dear sir" [it 
was thus that the postmaster began his tale, in spite 
of the fact that not one gentleman, but six, sat in 
the room], "after the campaign of 1812, Capt. 
Kopyeikin was sent home in company with other 
wounded men. He was a harum-scarum fellow, as 
capricious as the very Fiend, was not unfamiliar with 
the guard-house, and had tasted of all sorts of ex- 

1 It fe impossible to do full justice to the Intricacy of the postmaster'e 
style. The Rueeiaa language poeeeeeee superior facilities for complicated 
ezpreesion. — Tb. 
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periences. He had lost an arm and a leg at Krasnoe 
or at Leipzig, — only you can imagine. Well, at that 
time they bad not as yet taken any of those measnres 
of relief for the benefit of wounded soldiers, — you 
know what I mean : you can imagine that the capital for 
the invalids was instituted later on. Capt. Eopyeikin 
saw that he should be obliged to work ; only, as you 
know, he had nothing but his left hand. He applied 
to his father at home : his father says, ' I can't support 
you ; I ' [just imagine it] ' can't get bread for myself.' 
So, sir, my Capt. Kopyeikin decided to betake him- 
self to Petersburg, in order to make an effoil to see 
whether the authorities had any memory. ... He con- 
trived to travel, you know, on passing carts or govern- 
ment transports : in short, sir, he dragged himself as 
far as Petersburg, in one way or another. Now, you 
can just imagine the situation for yourselves : here is 
Capt. Kopyeikin, who suddenly finds himself in a 
capital whose like, they say, is not to be found on 
earth ; all at once there spreads before him the world, 
comparatively speaking, — a certain faii-y-land, like 
Scheherezade, field of life, you understand. All at 
once — you can picture it to youi'selves — there's the 
Nevsky Prospekt, or there, you know, is some Gorokho- 
vaya Street, — deuce take it! — or there's some Litei- 
naya Street ; there is some spire or other in the air ; the 
bridges are hung there, the deuce knows how, — just 
fancy, without any support, that is to say ; in short, 
sir, Semiramis, and that's all there is al)out it. He 
scrambled about to hire some lodgings, but every thing 
was frightfully dear: blinds and draperies, and such 
fiendish doings, you know; carpets, — Persia itself, 
sir; ... in a word, comparatively, so to speak, you 
tread capital under foot. You step into the street, and 
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your nose becomes aware that it is sniffing up thou- 
sands ; but all the bank that my Capt. Kopyeikin 
owned consisted of some ten blue^ bank-notes, and 
some small change in silver. Now, you can't buy a 
village with that ; that is, you might buy it, perhaps, 
if you were to add forty thousand rubles to it, but then 
you would have to borrow your forty tlюusand from the 
French king. Well, so he took refuge in the Revel 
hostelry, at a ruble a day : the dinner consisted of cab- 
bage soup, and a scrap of a scrag of roast beef. . . . 
He sees that he cannot stay there long. He inquired 
where he should apply. * What, where are you to ap- 
ply ? ' they say to him : ' the chief authorities are not 
in the capital at present, they are all in Paris,' you 
understand ; ' the army has not returned, but there is 
a temporary committee,' they say. ' Try, perhaps they 
can do something.' 

'"I will go to the committee,' says Kopyeikin : ' I 
will say, " I shed my blood so and so, after a fashion ; 
I sacrificed my life, comparatively speaking." ' So, 
sir, having risen very early, he scraped his chin with 
his left hand, — because to pay a barber requires 
money, after a fashion, — drew on his uniform, and be- 
took himself on his wooden leg — you can imagine it — 
to the committee. He inquired where the head of the 
commission lived. 'There,' they told him, 'in that 
house on the quay ; * a little peasant's hut, you under- 
stand, with pretty little glasses in the windows, — you 
can imagine it, — mirrors a fathom and a half long, 
marbles, lackeys, my dear, sir . . . in short, it was 
enough to turn your head. The door-handle was of 
some sort of metal, and a comfort of the first quality, 
so that it was necessary fii-st, you comprehend, to run 

^ Five-ruble notes. 
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to the shop, and buy a grosohen-worth of soap, and 
rub your hands with it for a couple of hours, after a 
fashion ; and after that» perhaps yon would be able to 
grasp it. Only the Swiss was in the porch, with his 
staff, — with a sort of count-like physiognomy, and a 
cambric collar, resembling some huge, fat, well-fed 
poodle dog. . . . My Kopyeikin hobbled into the re- 
ception-room on his wooden leg, after a fashion, and 
pressed himself into a comer, in order that he might 
not nudge any America or India with his ellx>ws, 
they being, comparatively speaking, gilded porcelain 
vases. Well, of course, he stooii there quite a while, 
because he had arrived at an hour when the chief, 
after a manner, had hardly got out of bed, and his 
valet was carrying him a sort of silver wash-basin for 
his various ablutions, you understand. My Kopyeikin 
has been waiting for four hours, when in comes the 
officer of the day, and says, 'The chief will be out 
immediately.* And in the room there were already 
epaulets and shoulder-straps, and people as thick as 
beans on a platter. Finally, out comes the chief. 
Well . . • you can picture the chief for yourself. In 
the face, so to speak . . . well, in keeping with his 
calling, you understand . • . with his rank • . . such 
an expression, you comprehend. His manners smacked 
of the capital in every thing : he steps up to one and 
to another, * Why are you here? What do you want? 
What's your business ? ' Finally, sir, he came to Ko- 
pyeikin: Kopyeikin says, 'Thus and so,* says he, 'I 
have shed my blood ; I have deprived myself, in a 
manner, of my arm and leg ; I cannot work. I have 
made bold to inquire whether there is not some aid, 
some arrangement with regard to remunei-ation touch- 
ing a pension, so to speak,' you understand. The 
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chief beholds a. man on a wooden leg, with one sleeve 
empty, and fastened to his uniform. ' Good ! * says 
he : ' inquire again a few days hence.' My Kopyeikin 
is in raptures. ' Come,* he says to himself, ' the thing 
is done.* He skipped along the sidewalk jubilantly, 
as you may imagine, entered the Palkinsk inn, drank 
a glass of vodka, dined in London, sir, ordered a cut- 
let with capers, a capon with various herbs, asked for 
a bottle of wine, went to the theatre in the evening : in 
short, he caroused at a great rate, so to speak. On 
the sidewalk he catches sight of a finely formed Eng- 
lish woman, walking along like a swan, — you can im- 
agine how. My Kopyeikin's blood began to surge, you 
know, and he set out to run after her, dump^ clump^ 
on his wooden leg : but no, he thinks to himself, ' The 
deuce take love-making for a while yet ! that can wait 
until later, when I get my pension ; just now, I have 
been too terribly extravagant.' And I beg you to ob- 
serve that he had squandered, meanwhile, in tlie course 
of one day, nearly one-half of his money. Three or 
four days later, sir, he presents himself, at the com- 
mission office, to the chief. 'I have come,' says he, 
* to learn how it is to be : it is thus and so for the suf- 
fering which I have endured, and for the wounds . . . 
I have shed my blood, in a manner ' • . . and so on, 
you understand, in proper style. 

'"What?' says the chief: 'I must inform you, in 
the first place, that nothing can be done in your case, 
without orders from the superior authorities. You see 
yourself what the times are now : military manoeuvres 
are not, comparatively speaking, completely finished 
yet. Have patience, wait for the arrival of the minis- 
ter; then you may be assured that you will not be 
neglected. And if you have nothing to live on,' says 
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he, * take this : it is all I can do for you.' . . . Well, 
of course, you understand, the chief gave him a little 
something ; but he was obliged to await further dispo- 
sitions with moderation, in consequence. But my 
Kopyeikin did not wish to do so. He had supposed 
that they would hand over to him a thousand rubles 
on the very next day : ' This is for you, my dear fel- 
low : drink, and be merry ! * But, instead of that, it 
was — wait. And you understand, he already had the 
English woman, and soufflets and cutlets of all sorts, in 
his head. So he descended the steps like a poodle, on 
whom the cook has bestowed a ducking, with his tail 
between his legs, and drooping ears. The life in Peters- 
burg had thoroughly captivated him, so far as he had 
had experience of it. And here he would have to live, 
the deuce knows how ; and there would be no sweets 
for him of any description, you understand. Now, he 
was a hearty, healthy man, with an appetite like that 
of a ^olf. He passes by some restaurant or other: 
the cook there, as you can imagine, was a foreigner, — 
some sort of a Frenchman, with an open countenance ; 
his linen was the finest Holland cambric; his apron 
equalled the snow, in some respects, in whiteness ; and 
he was at work over some preser\'es, and cutlets with 
truffles ; in a word, such delicacies that he might well 
eat himself. 

"He passes Miliutine's shops: from the windows 
peep such salmon, after a fashion, cherries at uve ru- 
bles apiece; a gigantic watermelon, thrusting itself 
from the window like a diligence, and, so to speak, 
seeking a fool who would pay one hundred rubles for 
it ; in short, there was seduction at every step ; and 
comparatively, so to say, his mouth watered, but he — 
must wait. So picture to yourself his situation : here, 
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on one side, so to speak, stand the salmon and water- 
melon ; and on the other, he is served with a bitter 
dish called to-morrow, ' Now,* he thinks, * they may 
say what they please, but I am going,' says he, 'to 
rout out the whole committee, every one of the chiefs ; 
and I shall say, "As you please ! '* ' And in fact, he was 
a persistent man, — a pushing fellow, who had no sense 
in his head, but a great deal of dash. He comes to 
the committee : * Come, now,' they say, ' what does this 
mean ? You have had your answer already. ' — * What ? ' 
says he: 'I can't,* says he, 'get along at all. It is 
necessary,' says he, ' that I should have a cutlet to eat, 
and a bottle of French wine, and divert myself at the 
theatre, you understand.' — ' Well, now,' says the chief, 
'you must excuse us. So far as that goes, so to 
speak, you must have patience, after a fashion. You 
have been supplied veith means of subsistence in the 
mean time, until a decision has been arrived at, and, no 
doubt, you will be properly rewarded ; for a case has 
never been known among us here, where a Russian 
man, who has rendered services to his countiy, com- 
paratively, so to speak, has been abandoned without 
care. But if you want to coddle yourself on cutlets 
and the theatre now, why, then, you understand, you 
must excuse us. In that case, you must seek fortune 
for yourself, — you must endeavor to aid yourself.' 
But, as you can imagine, my Kopyeikin cared very lit- 
tle for that. These words affected him about as much 
as peas rattling against a wall. He raised a horrible 
TOW, and treated them to 'a violent scolding ; he began 
to hew away at all who were present, and drum it into 
the secretaries' heads : ' Yes, you ! ' says he, ' I mean 
you ! yes, and you,' says he, ' it applies to you ! 
And you,' says he, ' don't know j^our duty ! And you,' 
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says he, ' are barterers of the law,' says he. He gave 
them all a good dressing-down with his tongue. Then 
a certain official, yon understand, from a totally differ- 
ent department, meddled in the matter, — that he did, 
sir. Such a to-do as he made I what is a man to do 
with such a devil ? The chief perceives that it is neces- 
sary to interfere, with regard, so to speak, to measures 
of discipline. 

*'*Very good,* says he: 4f you will not content 
yourself with what is given to you, and wait quietly, 
after a fashion, here in the capital, until a decision is 
reached in your afifair, then I will have you sent to a 
place of residence. Summon a feld-jager,*^ says he, 
' to escort him to a place of residence.' And the feld- 
jager was already there, you understand, standing at 
the door, — a huge great muzhik, three arshins * high ; 
and his vast fists, just fancy, were created by Nature 
herself, for a postilion, — in short, a regular dentist. 
... So behold him, the servant of God, in a telyega 
with the feld-jager. 'Well,' thinks Kopyeikin, 'at 
all events, I shall not have to pay for the post-horses ; 
and I'm thankful for that.* So he travels with the 
feld-jager, sir; and as he journeys behind the feld- 
jager, after a fashion, so to speak, he reasons thus 
with himself: 'Very good,' says he: 'here, you say 
that I am to seek means for myself, and help my- 
self ! Good,' says he. 'I,' says he,' will find means 
to help myself.' Well, and so they took him to 
a certain place, but just where is wholly unknown. 
So, you understand, all rumors of Capt. Kopyeikin 
were drowned in the waters of oblivion, in some sort 



1 CrowD-meeeenger in Uie тШ№гу eervice, who wae eometimee used м 
an escort to prisoners. 
* Seven feet. 



THE RESULT IS OUR HERO'S FLIGHT, 297 

of a Lethe, as the poets call it. But permit me, 
gentlemen, just here begins, so to speak, the thread of 
the intrigue of my tale. Thus, where Kopyeikin dis- 
appeared to, is not known ; but not two months had 
elapsed, imagine it, when a band of robbers made their 
appearance in the forests of Ryazan ; and the chief of 
the band, my dear sir, was no other than he ! " 

'* But excuse me, Ivan Andreitch,*' said the chief of 
police, suddenly interrupting him : " surely you told us 
that Capt. Kopyeikin had lost an arm and a leg, but 
Tchitchikoff" ... 

Here the postmaster uttered an exclamation, and 
dealt himself a blow on the forehead with the full 
sweep of his arm, and called himself a calf publicly, 
in the presence of them all. He could not compre- 
hend how such a circumstance had not occurred to him 
at the very beginning of his tale ; and he confessed 
that the adage was perfectly just, The Russian is 
strong in second thoughts. Nevertheless, a moment 
later he began to employ craft, and tried to extricate 
himself by saying that mechanism had reached a high 
degree of perfection in .England; that it was evident 
from the newspapers, that a man had invented a 
wooden leg of such a description, that, by the pressure 
of an imperceptible spring, these legs would bear a 
person God knows to what regions, so that he could 
never be found afterwards. 

But all entertained strong doubts as to whether 
Tchitchikoff was Capt. Kopyeikin, and they came to 
the conclusion that the postmaster's theory was too 
far-fetched. However, they had not hit the mark; 
and, led on by the postmaster's acute guesses, they 
came near wandering still farther from the truth. 
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From among a number of hypotheses, some of w^ich 
were very clever in their way, one was finally set- 
tled upon ; and this^ strange to say, was, that Tchi- 
tchikoff was Napoleon in disguise; tliat Englishmen 
had long been envious, because, forsooth, Russia was 
so gre%t and extensive; and that some caricatures 
had even appeared in which a Russian was depicted, 
engaged in conversation with an Englishman. The 
Englishman is standing, and holding a dog behind him 
with a cord ; and, of course, the dog is understood to 
be Napoleon: ''Look out," he says: "if you don't 
do thus and so, I'll set the dog on you." And here 
they have, possibly, let him loose from the island of 
St. Helena ; and now he has made his way to Russia 
in the shape of Tchitchikoff, although he is not 
Tchitchikoflf at all. 

Of course the officials did not believe this, but still 
they meditated upon it ; and, on scrutinizing the matter 
each for himself, they found that Tchitchikoff's face, 
when he turned and presented his profile to the gaze, 
was very much like the portraits of Napoleon. The chief 
of police likewise, who had sei-ved in the campaign of 
1812, and had seen Napoleon in the fiesh, could not but 
confess that the latter was not in the least taller than 
Tchitchikoff, and that the cast of Napoleon's counte- 
nance was also not exactly too fat, but still not thin. 
Perhaps some readers will call all this incredible, and 
the author is also prepared to declare it incredible to 
please them; but unfortunately, it all took place ex- 
actly as narrated. Moreover, it behooves us to remem- 
ber that all this took place shortly after the glorious 
expulsion of the French. At that epoch, all our 
landed gentry, officials, merchants, shop-men, every 
man who could read and write, and even uneducated 
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people, had been sworn politicians for at least eight 
years. *' The Moscow News" and ''The Son of the 
Fatherland '* were mercilessly perused, and reached the 
last reader in tatters, which were unfit for any use what- 
ever. Instead of the questions, *'How much have 
you sold your oats for a measure, my dear^ fellow? 
Did you derive benefit from last night's light snow?'* 
they said, "What do the newspapers say? Has Na- 
poleon been released from the island again ? " The mer- 
chants dreaded this greatly, for they put full faith in 
the prediction of a certain prophet who had been in jail 
for the last three years. The prophet had come from 
no one knows whence, in bast shoes, and an uncovered 
sheepskin coat, which smelled horribly of stale fish, 
and had announced that Napoleon was Antichrist, and 
was confined by a stone chain behind six walls and 
seven seas, but that hereafter he would break the chain, 
and obtain possession of the whole world. This 
prophet had been lodged in jail for his prophecy, as he 
deserved to be ; but nevertheless, the prophecy had done 
its work, and the merchants were thoroughly alarmed. 

For a long time afterwards, during a period of the 
most profitable transactions, even the merchants dis- 
cussed Antichrist when they betook themselves to the 
tavern to drink their tea. Many of the ofl3cials and of 
the genuine nobility also involuntarily meditated upon the 
subject : and being inoculated with mysticism, which, as 
is well known, was then in high fashion, they perceived 
a special meaning in every letter which composed the 
name of Napoleon; many even discovered in it the 
numbers of the Apocalypse. 

Thus, there was nothing surprising in the fact that 
the oflScials involuntarily meditated upon this point: 
however, they promptly recovered themselves, on per- 
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ceiving that tbeir fancies were sweeping them along too 
rapidly, and that this was not the solution at all. They 
thought and thought, they talked and talked, and finally 
decided tlmt it would not be a bad idea to question 
Nozdreff thoroughly, as he had been the first to start 
the story of the dead souls, and stood, as they say, in 
intimate relations to Tchitchikofif ; consequently, with- 
out doubt, he would know something of the circum- 
stances of the latter's life ; therefore, an effort must Ы 
made to see what Nozdreff would say. 

Messieurs the officials, and all other ranks as well, 
are queer people : they knew very well that Nozdreff 
was a liar, that it was impossible to believe a single 
word that he said, about the most insignificant trifle ; 
and yet it was precisely to him that they had recourse ! 
Go, explain man, if you can ! He does not believe in 
God, but he does believe that if he scratches the bridge 
of his nose he will surely die : he passes by the creation 
of the poet, which is as clear as vlay, and all permeated 
with harmony and the lofty wisdom of simplicity, and 
rushes u|x>n that in which an audacious fellow has 
tangled up, woven together, broken in bits, and 
twisted about Nature; and this pleases him, and he 
begins to exclaim, " This is it, this is the real knowl- 
edge of the secrets of the heart! " All his life long 
he will not extend a groschen on doctors, but he 
will end by betaking himself at last to a woman who 
heals by whisperings and expectorations; or, better 
still, he will himself evolve some decoction, out of 
no one knows what rubbish, which he fancies, God 
knows why, to be a remedy for his complaint. Of 
course, messieurs the officials were partly excusable in 
their really embarrassing situation. A drowning man, 
they say, will catch at a tiny shaving ; and at the mo- 
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ment he has no judgment to reflect that a fly can 
hardly be supported on the shaving, while he weighs 
almost four poods, if not all of five ; ^ but at the time 
this calculation does not even occur to him, and he 
clutches at the shaving. Thus did our gentlemen finally 
clutch at Nozdreff. The chief of police wrote him a 
note on the instant, inviting him for the evening ; and 
the policeman in cavalry- boots, with an attractive bloom 
upon his cheeks, proceeded immediately, with hasty 
leaps, holding up his sword, to Nozdreff 's lodgings. 
Nozdreff was engaged in a matter of imix)i*tance ; for 
four whole days he had neither emerged from his apart- 
ments, nor admitted any one to them, had received his 
food through the window, and had even grown pale and 
green. The business in hand demanded the greatest 
attention : it consisted in selecting from several gross 
of cards one pack, the most suitable, upon which one 
might rely as upon a faithful friend. There was work 
enough still to last two weeks : during the whole of 
this period, Porfiriy was to clean the bull-pup with a 
certain small brush, and to wash him three times a day 
in soap and water. Nozdreff was greatly incensed at 
having his solitude intruded on ; first he consigned the 
policeman to the Devil ; but when he had read in the 
chief of police's note that a harvest might be expected, 
since some novice or other was to be at the evening 
gathering, he instantly calmed down, hastily locked up 
his room, dressed himself in the first clothes that came 
to hand, and set out. Nozdreff 's deix>sition, testimony, 
and surmises presented such a sharp contrast to those 
of messieurs the ofiScials, that the guesses of the latter 
were upset. This fellow was decidedly a man for whom 
there existed no doubts whatever ; and in exact propor- 

^ Five poode equal two huudred pounds. 



802 TCniTCHIKOFF'S JOURNEYS; OR, DEAD S0VL8. 

tion as tbej exhibited hesitation and timidity, did he 
display firmness and eonfidenee. He replied to all 
points without even hesitating, declared that Tchi- 
tchikoff had purchased dead souls to the number of 
several thousand, and that he himself had sold some 
to him, because he did not see any reason why he should 
not sell them. To the question, Was not Tchitchikoff 
a spy, and was he not attempting to find out some- 
thing? Nozdreff replied that he had been a spy already 
in their schoobdays together, that he had been called 
the attorney-general, and that his comrades (including 
himself in the number) had hustled him about some- 
what, so that it had been necessary to apply two hun- 
dred and forty leeches to one of his temples, — that 
is, he had meant to say forty, but tjie two hundred 
had popped out of itself. To the question. Was not 
Tchitchikoff a counterfeiter? he replied that he was; 
and, in that connection, he related an anecdote to illus- 
trate Tchitchikoff' 8 remarkable cleverness, — how the 
authorities, on learning that he had two million rubles' 
worth of counterfeit bank-notes in his house, had sealed 
up the house, and set a guard of two soldiers at every 
door, and how Tchitchikoff had changed them all in 
the course of one night, so that, when the seals were 
removed on the following day, they saw that all the 
notes were genuine. To the question, Did Tchitchi- 
koff really intend to abduct the governor's daughter, 
and was it true that he had himself undertaken to 
assist and take part in the enterprise? Nozdreff re- 
plied that he had assisted, and that, if it had not been 
for him, nothing would have come of it. Here he tried 
to catch himself up, perceiving that he had lied quite 
unnecessarily, and that he might by that means call 
down misfortune on his head; but he could not pos- 
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sibly restrain his tongue. Moreover, it was difficult, 
because such interesting details presented themselves 
which he could by no • means refrain : he even men- 
tioned the name of the village where was situated the 
parish church in which the marriage was arranged to 
take place ; namely, the village of Trukhmatchevka : 
the pope's name was Father Sidor ; seventy-five rubles 
was the price to be paid for the service ; and the pope 
would not have consented had he not friglitened him by 
threatening to denounce him for having married Mi- 
khail, the flour-dealer, to his fellow-godparent ; ^ that he 
had even surrendered his own calash, and had prepared 
relays of hoi*ses at all the stations. These particulars 
extended even to the point of mentioning the names of 
the post-boys. The attempt was made to drop a word 
about Napoleon, but the officials repented of their 
effort ; for NozdrefF furnished them with such a pack 
of nonsense, which possessed not even the semblance 
of truth, that they all departed, sighing: the post- 
master alone continued to listen for a long while, think- 
ing that there might, at least, be something more ; but 
finally even he waved his hand, and said, '* The 
deuce knows what it's all about!'* And all agreed, 
that, struggle with a bull as you wUl^ you will never get 
any milk from him. 

So the officials were left in a worse position than be- 
fore, and they settled the matter by not being able to 
find out in the least who Tchitchikoff was. And it ap- 
peared plainly what sort of a creature man is : he is 
wise and discriminating, and capable of explaining 
every thing which concerns others, but not that which 
concerns himself. With what firm and cautious coun- 
sels he arms himself for the difficult occasions of life ! 

1 GodpareuU are not allowed to marry In the Greek Church. 
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** What a clever head ! " shouts the populace : " What 
a firm character!" But let some misfortune descend 
upon this clever head, and let him be placed in diffi- 
cult circumstances himself, — and what has become of 
his firm character? The immovable man has utterly 
lost his head, and has become a pitiable coward, 
— a weak, insignificant child, or simply a fetiuk^ as 
Nozdreff would call him. For some unknown reason, 
all these rumors, expressions of opinions, and interpre- 
tations, produced the greatest efifect upon the procu- 
rator. They affected him so powerfully, that, on his 
return home, he fell to thinking, thinking ; and then, 
without why or wherefore, as the saying is, he suddenly 
died. Whether it was paralysis, or something else, 
which attacked him, at all events, he suddenly fell from 
the chair on which he was sitting, to the floor. There 
was an outcry, аз is fitting, and a clasping of hands : 
*'Ah, good Heavens!** and a doctor was summoned 
to bleed him ; but it was seen that the procurator had 
long been a soulless corpse. It was only then that 
they heard, with sorrow, that the deceased actually 
had a soul ; since, owing to his modesty, he had never 
displayed it. But the apparition of death was, never- 
theless, just as terrible in a small as in a great man : 
he who had so lately walked, moved, played whist, 
signed various documents, and was so often beheld 
among the officials with his heavy brows and blinking 
eye, now lay stretched out upon the table ; his left eye 
no longer winked, but one eyebrow was still uplifted 
with an interrogative expression. What the deceased 
had been inquiring about, why he had died, or why he 
had lived, — God only knows. 

" But this is inconsistent ! But this does not har- 
monize with any thing I It's impossible that officials 
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should become so alarmed, should fabricate such non- 
sense, should so far depart from the truth, when the 
gist of the matter is evident to a mere child I " This 
is what many readers will say ; and they will reproach 
the author with inconsistency, or will call the poor 
officials fools, — because man is lavish with the word 
/ooZ, and ready to apply it to his neighbors twenty times 
in the course of the day. It suffices for a man to pos- 
sess one stupid side out of ten in order to be entitled a 
fool, his nine fine sides being wholly ignored. It is easy 
for the reader to judge, as he gazes out from his quiet 
nook aloft, whence he can descry the whole horizon, 
and all which is going on below, where things are 
viewed in their relations to men. There are many cen- 
turies in the universal history of mankind, which seem 
as though they might be stricken out and annihilated 
as superfluous. Many are the errors which have been 
committed in the world, and which a child would not 
commit now, so it seems. What crooked, obscure, 
narrow, impassable roads, which lead one far out of 
one's way, has not humanity selected, in its endeavor 
to attain to eternal truth ; while directly before it, the 
straight road, the true road, leading to the magnificent 
temple, to the chambers appointed by the King, lay 
directly before it ! It is broader and more luxurious 
than all the other roads ; it is illumined by the sun, 
and lighted all night long by fires ; but people have 
flowed past it into profound darkness. And how many 
times, guided by a heaven-sent thought, have they not 
contrived to retreat and stray to one side, — have con- 
trived to lower afresh a blinding mist before each 
other's eyes, and, floundering after Will-o'-the-wisps, 
have so arrived at the abyss, thereupon to ask each 
other with terror, *' Where is there an issue, — where 
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is the path ? " The present generation sees clearly ; it 
wonders at the errors ; it laughs at the lack of under- 
standing of its ancestors, not perceiving that those 
chronicles were writ with heavenly fire, that every let- 
ter in them cries aloud, that a penetrating finger is 
pointed thence at it, — at the present generation ; but 
the present generation laughs, and begins proudly, self- 
con fidently, a series of fresh aberrations, at which its 
descendants will hereafter laugh in their turn. 

Tchitchikoff knew nothing whatever of all this. It 
seemed to happen expressly, that he took a slight cold 
at that very time, — one of those colds in the head 
with a slight swelling in the throat, in the distribution 
of which the climate of many of our provincial towns 
is extremely lavish. In order that his life might not 
be cut short, without posterity, which God forbid, he 
decided that it would be better to keep his room for 
two or three days. During those few days, he gargled 
his throat with a decoction of milk and figs, which he 
afterwards ate ; and he wore a little cushion of camo- 
mile and camphor bound upon his cheek. As he was 
desirous of occupying his time in some way, he pre- 
pared new and detailed lists of the peasants whom he 
had recently purchased ; and he even read a volume of 
the "Duchess de La Valliere," which he had rum- 
maged out of his trunk ; looked over divers notes, and 
other objects in his dressing-case, read them over a 
second time, in a perfunctory way, and felt greatly 
bored by it all. 

He could not in the least understand what it meant, 
that not one of the city officials had come even once 
to inquire after his health ; while, only a short time be- 
fore, drozhkies had stood constantly in front of the inn, 
— now the postmaster's, now the procurator's, and, 
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again, that belonging to the president of the court. 
He merely shrugged his shoulders as he walked about 
the room. At length he felt better, and God knows 
how he rejoiced when he perceived the possibility of 
going out into the fresh air once more. He set about 
his toilet without delay, opened his dressing-case, 
poured hot water into a glass, took out his brush and 
soap, and prepared to shave himself ; and, by the way, 
it was high time that he did so ; for on feeling of his 
chin with his hand, and looking in the glass, he ejacu- 
lated, '* Eh ! what a forest has sprung up ! '* And in 
fact, it was not a forest, but all over his cheeks and 
chin a tolerably thick stubble had planted itself. After 
shaving himself, he set so briskly to work at his dress- 
ing, that he nearly leaped out of his trousers. At last 
he was dressed; and sprinkled with eau-de-cologne^ 
and warmly wrapped up, he emerged into the street, 
after having muffled up his face, as a measure of pre- 
caution. His re-appearance on the scene was really a 
festive occasion, as it is witli every convalescent. Every 
thing which he encountered assumed a smiling aspect, 
— the houses, the passing muzhiks, who were really 
quite gloomy, however, and one of whom had already 
succeeded in dealing a comrade a blow on the ear. He 
intended that his first call should be on the governor. 
All sorts of thoughts occurred to him on the way : the 
pretty little blonde was whirling in his brain ; his fancy 
even began to become somewhat uncontrollable, and he 
had already begun to jest and to laugh at himself a little. 
It was in this frame of mind that he found himself in 
front of the entrance to the governor's house. He was 
already in the act of throwing off his cloak hastily in 
the vestibule, when the porter astounded him with the 
utterly unexpected words, " Not receiving I " 
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** How? What do you mean? You evidently do not 
recognize me. Take a good look at my face! " said 
Tchitchikoff. 

*' Not know you, indeed ! Why, this is not the first 
time I ever saw you," retorted the porter. "It is 
precisely you out of all the rest whom I have received 
orders not to admit: every one else can enter," 

" You don't say so ! Why, what's the reason ? " 

'* Those are my orders, and it's as it should be, 
evidently," said the porter, and added the words ''eo 
there." After which he stood before Tchitchikoflf in a 
thoroughly negligent attitude, without preserving that 
couileous mien with which he had always hitherto re- 
moved the latter's cloak. It seemed as though be 
were thinking, as he gazed at him, "Oho! If the 
master drives you from the door, you must be some 
sort of a scamp! " 

" Incomprehensible," thought Tchitchikoflf to him- 
self, and went straight to the president of the court ; 
but the president of the court was thrown into such 
confusion at the sight of him, that he could not put 
two words together, and uttered such nonsense that 
they both felt ashamed. Try as he would, on leaving, 
to explain the matter, and to discover what the presi- 
dent meant, and to what his words referred, Tchitchi- 
koflf could understand nothing. 

Then he called on the others, — the chief of police, 
the vice-governor, and the postmaster ; but they either 
did not receive him at all, or received him so strangely, 
conducted the conversation in such a constrained and 
incomprehensible way, were so abstracted, and every 
thing turned out so ri<}icu}pusly, that he began to doubt 
whether their brq,iu§ were \ц normal condition. He 
made an attempt tp approach some one, in order at 
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least to discover the cause ; but he did not discover the 
cause. He wandered aimlessly through the town, like 
a man who was only half awake, and quite incapable 
of deciding whether he had lost his wits, whether the 
officials had lost their heads, whether all this was hap- 
pening in a dream, or whether this nonsense had been 
brewed more clearly in his waking moments than in a 
dream. It was late, almost twilight, when he returned 
to his inn, whence he had emerged in such an agree- 
able frame of mind, and ordered tea to be brought, 
out of sheer dulness. He had begun thoughtfully to 
pour out his tea, in a sort of unintelligent meditation 
over the peculiarity of his position, when the door of 
his chamber suddenly opened, and Nozdreff stood be- 
fore him in a wholly unexpected manner. 

*'What says the proverb? Seven versts is the im» 
mediate neighborhood to friends!** said he, taking off 
his cap: "as I am passing by, I espy a light in the 
window. 'Come ! * I think to myself, ' 141 go in ! he 
certainly can't be asleep.' And it's a good thing that 
you have tea on the table : I'll drink a cup with pleas- 
ure. I had all sorts of vile stuff for dinner to-day, 
and I feel a row beginning in my stomach. Order a 
pipe to be filled for me ! Where's your pipe? " 

"I don't smoke a pipe," said Tchitchikoff. 

" Stuff ! As if I didn't know that you were a smoker. 
Hey, there! what's his name? what do you call your 
man? Hey, there, Vakhramei, listen!" 

" His name is not Vakhramei, but Petrushka." 

*' What? Well, you used to have a Vakhramei? " 

*' I never had a Vakhramei." 

" Yes, exactly : it was Derebin who had a Vakhramei. 
Fancy what luck Derebin has : his aunt has quarrelled 
with her son because he has married a serf-girl, and 
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now she has bequeathed all her property to Derebin. 
Thinks I to myself, *• If I only had an aunt like that, 
even a distant one ! ' But what's the matter with you, 
my dear fellow, that you have been keepuig aloof from 
everybody, and have not been anywhere? Of course, 
I know that you are occasionally engaged in learned 
pursuits, that you are fond of reading." (From what 
premises Nozdreff drew his conclusions that Tchitchi- 
koif occupied himself with learned subjects, and that 
he was fonxl of reading, we cannot in the least divine, 
and Tchitchikoff still less.) *'Ah, brother Tchitchi- 
koff ! if you only knew ! ... it really would furnish 
food for your satirical humor." (Why Tchitchikoff 
bad a satirical mind is also unknown.) '/Fancy, my 
dear fellow, they were playing at gorka at the house 
of merchant Likhatcheff : that's where the laugh comes 
in ! Perei>endeff was with me. 'See here,* says he, 
' if Tchitchikoff were here now, this would just suit 
him ! ' " . . . (Tchitchikoff, by the way, had never 
known any Perependeff in his life.) "And confess, 
my dear fellow, that you behaved very meanly, you 
know, when — when you played that game of checkers 
with me. For I won. . . . Yes, my dear fellow, you 
simply diddled me. But the deuce knows, I can't 
cherish ill will. The other day, at the president of 
the court's . . . Ah, yes ! I must tell you, that the 
whole town is arrayed against you. They think that 
you make counterfeit money, and they appealed to me ; 
but I defended you with all my might. I told them 
that I had been to school with you, and knew your 
father: well, there's no use in |)articularizing, but I 
told a lot of lies." 

'' I make counterfeit money? " shrieked Tchitchikoff, 
springing from his chair. 
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''But why did you frighten them so?" went on 
Nozdreff. "The deuce knows, they nearly went out 
of their minds with terror : they made you out to be a 
spy and a highwayman. . . . And the procurator has 
died of fright : his funeral will take place to-morrow. 
You will not attend it? To tell the truth, they are 
afraid of a new governor-general. . . . But you have 
certainly undertaken a very, risky business, Tchitchi- 
koff." 

"What risky business?" inquired Tchitchikoff 
uneasily, 

" Why, the abduction of the governor's daughter. 
I must confess that I expected it : by Heavens, I ex- 
pected it !" The л'егу first time when I saw you together 
at the ball, 'Well, now,' I thought to myself, 'Tchi- 
tchikoff is not doing that for nothing ! * . . . But it's 
useless for you to make such a choice : I can't see any 
thing pretty about her. But there is one girl, a relative 
of Bikusoff, his sister's daughter, and such a girl ! one 
may say, a wonderful piece of calico ! ' ' 

" But what are you saying? what crack-brained affair 
is this ? What do you mean by abducting the govern- 
or's daughter?" said Tchitchikoff, staring with all his 
eyes. 

"Come, enough of that, my diear fellow! what a 
reserved man it is ! I admit that I came to you about 
this very matter : I am ready to assist you, if you like. 
So be it : I will hold the crown over you,^ the calash 
and relays of horses shall be my care, but on one con- 
dition, — that you shall lend me three thousand rubles. 
I must have it, my dear fellow, or cut my throat." 

While Nozdreff was rattling on in this strain, Tchi- 

1 Crowne are held above the heade of the bride and bridegroom duiing 
the marriage ceremony in the Qreek Church. 
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tchikoff wiped his eyes several times, with a desire to 
convince himself whether he was listening to all this in 
a dream. The manufacture of counterfeit bank-notes ; 
the abduction of the governor's daughter; the death 
of the procurator, of which he was said to be the cause ; 
the arrival of a governor-general, — all this produced 
a tolerably violent alarm in his breast. " Well, if it 
has come to this," he thought to himself, "there's no 
time to waste : I must get away from here as speedily 
as possible." 

He tried to get rid of Nozdreff as promptly as he 
could, summoned Selifan at once, and ordered him to 
be ready at daybreak, in order that they might leave 
town at six o'clock the next morning, without fail ; 
every thing was to be tlюrougЫy inspected, the britchka 
greased, and so forth, and so forth. Selifan ejaculated, 
" I obey, Pavel Ivanovitch ! " but halted for some time 
motionless at the door, nevertheless. His master im- 
mediately commanded Petrushka to pull out his trunk 
from under the bed, — it was well covered with dust, — 
and together they immediately set to work to pack it 
with socks, shirts, linen, both clean and soiled, boot- 
jacks, calendars ... all of which was thrown in as 
it came to hand, without much attempt at arrangement : 
he wanted to be ready that evening without fail, in order 
that no delay might occur on the following morning. 
After standing for a couple of minutes at the door, 
Selifan slowly left the room. Slowly, as slowly as it 
is ix)ssible to conceive of, he descended the staircase, 
imprinting traces of his wet boots on the well-worn 
steps, and scratching the back of his head with his hand 
for a long time thereafter. 

What did this scratching signify? and what does it 
generally signify? Was it vexation because he would 
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not be able to keep his appointment for the morrow, in 
some imperial pot-house, with his friend, in the ugly 
sheepskin coat, girded in at the waist? Or had he 
already become entangled in an affair of the heart in 
this new place, so that now he must abandon the even- 
ing lounge at the gate, the sly holding of white hands 
at the hour when twilight shades descend upon the 
town, when youths in red blouses tinkle the balalaika ^ 
before the house-serfs, and when people of various 
ranks enter into tranquil conversations after their toil ? 
Or was he merely sorry to leave the place which he 
had already warmed for himself in the densely peopled 
kitchen, under his sheepskin coat, near the stove with 
the cabbage soup and the soft meat-patties of the town, 
in order again to drag himself through rain and mire, 
and every sort of vicissitudes of the highway? God 
knows we cannot guess. The scratching of the back of 
the head signifies divers things with the Russian people. 

1 A sort of primitive guitar, with a long neck, and a short, triangular 
Bounding-board, strung with two or three catgut chords. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

DEPARTURE ON FRESH ENTERPRISES. 

Trials and eurprleee tneeparable from all precipitate departaree.— Departare 
of Tchitcbikoff. — Encounter with a funeral proceeeion at the comer of a 
Btreet. — X)u.r hero eeee in this a favorable omen. — Great meditation, ая 
he ie roclced in the britchlia. —Various view» of the country. — Personal 
reflectione, which afford the poet an opiK)rtuuity to display the whole past 
of hie hero, who is almost asleep. — Birth. — Early infancy. — First traite 
of character. — Education at school : education at home. — AdmiiMion to 
the service of the crown. — Manner in which, although in the humblest 
situation, he conciliates the good will of a superior who is but little in- 
clined to that sentiment. — Tchitchikofif sets up a pretty little bachelor's 
hall. — His delicacy. — He passes into the custom-house service: he die* 
tinguishes himself while still a simple official by his zeal and probity. — 
Later, on being promoted to a higher rank, he distinguishes himself in a 
different way, but is always zealous ; thus, he becomes rich ; and the Jews 
on the frontier, whom he -has impoverished, no longer complain, except 
from force of habit. — Annoyingquarrel with a fellow official. — Scandal. — 
Confiscation of all that he Iюввesвed, with the exception of what he has put 
out of the way. — Tchitchikoff as the steward of a fine domain, which is 
completely ruined and loaded down with mortgages. — Brilliant idea, for 
which he is indebted to the witty employee of a bureau of registration. — 
He leaves his situation as steward, and decides to set out and purchase 
dead souls, in those regions, by preference, where the epidemic has com- 
mitted the most ravages. — Discussion of the author with himself touching 
his subject, his personages, and the style of his pictures. — Tchitchiko£f, 
who had fallen asleep in his britchka, awakes, and instantly scolds Selifan 
for not driving at full speed. — All Russia loves swiftness; and Russia 
herself, as a whole, is voluntarily precipitating herself headlong into 
space, every time that she wakes up and finds herself in a good racing 
equipage. 

Nothing, however, happened as Tchitchikoff had 
anticipated. In the first place, he woke up later than 
he had intended : this was the first unpleasantness. 
On rising, he sent immediately to learn whether the 
britchka was harnessed, and whether all was in readi- 
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ness ; but it was reported to him that the britehka was 
not yet harnessed, and that nothing was ready : this 
was the second unpleasantness. ' He flew into a rage, 
and even made* preparations to administer a sound 
thrashing to our friend Selifan, and only awaited, with 
impatience, until the latter should allege some excuse in 
his own defence. Selifan soon made his appearance 
at the door, and his master had the pleasure of listen- 
ing to the discouraes which masters generally hear from 
their servants in cases when it is necessary to set out 
in haste. 

" It will be necessary to have the horses shod, Pavel 
Ivanovitch." 

*' Ah, you young pig! you blockhead! Why 
didn't you say so before? Was there not time? ** 

'* Yes, there was plenty of time. . . . And there's 
the wheel, too, Pavel Ivanovitch : the tire will have to 
be put on all over again, because the roads are full of 
ruts now, and there will be a great strain on it every- 
where. . . . And I wanted to report, the dashboard 
of the britehka is all rickety, so that it probably will 
not last for two stages." 

'^You villain! " shouted Tchitchikoff, wringing his 
hands, and approaching him so closely, that Selifan 
retreated a little to the rear and to the side, for fear 
that he might receive a blow from his master. 

^'Have you sworn to murder me? hey? Do you 
wish to cut my throat? Have you made up your mind 
to cut my throat on the highway, you bandit, you hog, 
you marine scarecrow ? hey ? hey ? We have been set- 
tled here three weeks, haven't we? hey? And you 
never gave a hint, you good-for-nothing, and now you 
bring it out at the last moment, when we're almost 
on the very point of starting ! You meant to mount 
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and set out, did you, hey? And you concealed it, hey, 
hey? Of course you knew it before? You knew it, 
hey ? hey ? Answer ! You knew it ? hey ? * ' 

" I knew it," replied Selifan, drooping his head. 

'* Then, why didn't you say so, hey ? " 

To this question Selifan made no reply, but seemed 
to be saying to himself, as he stood with drooping 
head, "Just see how nastily it turned out; for I 
knew it, and did not tell." 

" Now go and fetch the blacksmith, and let every 
thing be finished in two hours. Do you hear? in two 
hours without fail ; and if it is not, I'll give you, 1*11 
. . . I'll twist you into a horn, — I'll tie you up in a 
knot ! " Our hero was deeply incensed. 

Selifan turned to the door, with the intention of go- 
ing to carry out his instructions ; but he halted, and 
said, "One thing more, sir. That piebald horse 
ought to be sold, Pavel Ivanovitch, for he's a regular 
villain : he's such a horse, that may God protect us 
from mishap, that's all ! " 

''Yes! Of course I'll go, — I'll run to the market, 
and sell him ! " 

"By Heavens, Pavel Ivanovitch, he's only fine in 
appearance! but, in reality, he's the most vicious 
horse: such a horse is nowhere." 

" You idiot ! When I want to sell him, I'll sell him. 
He has set to arguing again ! I'll attend to that. If 
you don't fetch the blacksmith instantly, and if every 
thing is not ready in two houi*s, I'll give you such 
a thrashing . . . You won't be able to look yourself in 
the face afterwards ! Go ! march ! " Selifan quitted 
the room. 

Tchitchikoff went into a violent rage, and hurled the 
sword which he carried with him on his journeys — for 
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the purpose of inspiring fear in the proper quarters — on 
the floor. He excited himself over the blacksmith for 
about a quarter of an hour before he came to terms ; for 
the blacksmiths were barefaced rogues, as usual ; and, 
on perceiving that haste was required, they demanded 
six times the worth of the job. Rage as he would ; call 
them villains, thieves, robbers of travellers ; hint as he 
would of the Day of Judgment, — the blacksmiths would 
not yield in the least: they thoroughly maintained 
their character ; they not only did not abate the price, 
but even loitered over the work for five hours and a 
half instead of two. During this interval, he had the 
satisfaction of experiencing the agreeable moments, 
which are familiar to every traveller, when every thing 
is packed up in his trunks, and when only cords, bits 
of paper, and a variety of rubbish is strewn about his 
room, — when a man belongs neither to the road nor 
to quiet sitting still in one place, and beholds from 
his window the passers-by threading in and out, dis- 
cussing their money, and raising their eyes, in stupid 
•curiosity, in order, after having cast one glance upon 
him, to pursue their road, which still further exasper- 
ates the unhappy temper of the poor traveller. Every 
thing in existence, — every thing that he beholds, — 
the little shop opposite his window, and the head of the 
old woman who lives in the house across the way, as 
she approaches the window with its short curtains, — 
every thing is hateful to him ; but still he does not re- 
treat from his window. There he stands, now shiver- 
ing, again directing his troubled attention upon every 
thing before him which does, or does not, move ; and in 
his vexation, he crushes a fly, which has been humming 
and beating against the glass, just beneath his finger, 
all this time. 
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But there is an end to all things, and the longed- 
for moment arrived ; all was ready ; the dashboard of 
the britchka was properly repaired, the wheel was en- 
circled with a new tire, the horses were led back from 
the watering-trough, and the rascally blacksmiths had 
taken their departure, counting their silver rubles, and 
expressing their wishes for a good journey, as they 
went. At length the britchka was packed; two hot 
kalatcki^^ just purchased, were put in ; and Selifan had 
already thrust something for himself into his pocket, as 
he sat on the box ; and finally our hero seated himself in 
his equipage ; while the waiter of the inn, clad in his ordi- 
nary stout cotton surtout, waved his cap ; and the inn 
lackeys and coachmen and others who had assembled, 
gazed at the departure of the strange gentleman ; and 
amid all the other incidents which accompany an exit, 
the britchka, of the sort in which bachelors ride, which 
had been standing for so long a time in the town, 
and which has, possibly, so greatly wearied the reader, 
emerged at last from the gate of the inn. "Glory 
to God ! " thought Tchitchikoff, and crossed himself. • 
Selifan cracked his whip ; Petrushka mounted beside 
him, after having first hung on the step for a while ; 
and our hero, installing himself as comfortably as pos- 
sible in the Georgian rug, placed a leather pillow be- 
hind his back, hugged the two hot meat-pies closely ; 
and the equipage again set to dancing and jolting 
about, thanks to the pavement, which, as is well known, 
possesses a power of projection. He gazed with a 
certain undefined sensation at the houses, the garden- 
walls, and the streets, which, on their side, seemed to 
leap as they retreated slowly behind him, and which 
God knows whether fate would ever grant him to be- 
hold again during the whole course of his existence. 

1 Meat-pattiee. 
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As they turned into one of the streets, the britehka 
was forced to come to a halt, because an interminable 
funeral procession was passing along its entire length. 
Tchitchikoff thrust out his head, and ordered Petrushka 
to inquire who was being buried, and he learned that it 
was the procurator. Filled with uftpleasant sensations, 
he promptly hid himself in the corner, covered himself 
with the rug, and drew the curtain. When the equi- 
page was thus brought to a stand-still, Selifan and 
Petrushka, reverently removing their hats, took obser- 
vations as to who were there, in and on what they rode, 
counted how many there were in all, both of foot- 
mourners and persons in carriages ; and their master, 
after giving them orders not to recognize any one, or 
to salute any of their lackey friends, also began peep- 
ing timidly through the small pane of glass which was 
set in the leather curtain. Behind the coffin marched 
all the officials, without their hats. He began to fear 
lest they should recognize his equipage, but they were 
not thinking of that. They did not even engage in the 
various worldly discussions, such as those who accom- 
pany a corpse generally indulge in. Their minds were 
centred on themselves at that juncture of affairs : they 
were wondering what sort of a [person the new governor- 
general would be, how he would take hold of matters, 
and how he would look upon them. After the officials, , 
who were on foot, followed coaches, from which gazed 
ladies in mourning-caps. It was obvious, from the 
movements of their lips and hands, that they were 
engaged in a brisk conversation : possibly they also 
were discussing the coming of a new governor-general, 
and enunciating hypotheses with regard to the balls 
which he would give, and worrying about their ever- 
lasting scallops and patches. 
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After the coaches followed several empty drozhkies 
in single file ; and finally oo more remained, and our 
hero could proceed. He heaved a sigh of relief as he 
parteil the leather curtains, and ejaculated heartily, 
''So that's the procurator! He lived and lived, and 
then he died ; and bow they will print in the news- 
papers that he died regretted by his subordmates and 
by all mankind, a respected citizen, a rare father, a 
model husband, and much more of various sorts ; they 
will add, if you please, that he was accompanied by 
the tears of widows and orphans ; and, in sooth, when 
you come to examine the matter thoroughly, all you will 
find in confirmation is, that he had thick eyebrows ! " 
Here he ordered Selifan to drive on as rapidly as pos- 
sible ; and meanwhile he said to himself, '' It's well, 
on the whole, that we met the funeral procession : they 
say that it presages good luck to meet a corpse." 

Meanwhile the britchka had turned into more de- 
serted streets : soon only long wooden fences stretched 
out on both sides, heralding the city limits. And now 
the pavement has come to an end, and the baniers and 
the town have been left behind, and there is nothing 
more before them, and they are again on the road. 
And again, и[юп both sides of the highway, the pillars 
mark the versts ; there are supervisors of post-stations, 
wells, peasants' carts, gray hamlets with samovars, 
women, and brisk, bearded men running from the post- 
house with oats in their hands ; a pedestrian in bast 
shoes, worn into holes, who has wandered eight hun- 
dred versts ; little towns, gayly built, with tiny wooden 
shops containing barrels of flour, bast shoes, meat-pies, 
and other trifles ; a variegated city barrier ; patched 
bridges on the one hand, fields stretching as far as 
the eye can reach, on the other ; antique equipages of 
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the landed gentry ; a soldier mounted on a horse, and 
carrying a green coffer with a leaden plate, which bears 
the inscription, " such and such a battery of artillery ; " 
green, yellow, and freshly upturned black strips of 
land visible here and there on the steppe; songs re- 
sounding afar ; crests of pine-trees amid the mist ; the 
tolling of a bell, which dies away in the distance ; crows 
as plentiful as flies, and an illimitable horizon. . . . 
Russia! Russia! I behold thee from tny wondrous, 
distant, most fair place of sojourn ! ^ I behold thee ! 
Nature is poor within thee: her wonders are neither 
rejoiced nor terrified by those bold glances, those mar- 
vels crowned by the audacious marvels of art, — towns 
with lofty, many-windowed palaces, growing fast to 
the very cliffs ; picturesque trees, and ivy clinging to the 
houses, in the noise and eternal spray of waterfalls: 
she does not throw back her head to gaze at the rocky 
summits aloft, which ever hang threateningly over her ; 
no long ranges of eternal, gleaming mountains, which 
rear themselves far away into the clear, silvery heavens, 
shine through gloomy arches, heaped one и1юп another, 
through tangled vine-roots, wreathed in ivy and in- 
numerable millions of wild roses. Baldly deserted and 
level is all within thee ; thy tiny towns rise but little, 
imperceptibly, above the flat expanse, like small dots 
or wayrfaarks ; nothing either attracts or charms the 
eye. But what secret, inexplicable power draws one 
to thee? Why is thy plaintive song, which is borne 
throughout thy entire length and breadth, from sea to 
sea, heard to resound unceasingly in the ear? What 
is there in it, in this song? What calls, and sobs, and 
grasps the heart? What plaintive sounds caress and 
penetrate the soul, and twine about my heart? Russia ! 

^ Gogol wae in Switzerland and Italy wlien this wae written. 
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what wilt thou of me? What incomprehensible bond 
lies hidden between us ? Why dost thou gaze thus ? and 
why has every thing about thee turned upon me eyes 
full of expectation? . . . And still I stand, filled with 
wonder, and motionless ; and already the heavy, threat- 
ening cloud bearing the rain has overehadowed my 
head, and my thoughts have become mute in the pres- 
ence of thy expanse. What is it ths^t this boundless 
space foretells ? Is it not here, within thee, that bound- 
less thoughts should have their birth, since thou art 
thyself without end ? Is it not here that a bogatiiir ^ 
should exist, since this is the place where he may de- 
velop, and roam abroad ? And threateningly does the 
mighty expanse take possession of me, reflecting itself 
in my depths with its terrible power: my eyes have 
been illumined by a supernatural light. thou spar- 
kling, marvellous tract, unknown to the earth ! Russia ! 

*' Halt, halt, you fool ! " shouted Tchitchikoff to Selifan. 

** 1*11 give you a taste of my sword ! " cried a feld- 
jager, with mustaches an arshin long, who came gal- 
loping to meet them. '' Don't you see the crown 
equipage? May the forest fiend (lyeshii) rend your 
soul ! " And the troika vanished like a spectre, amid 
thunder and a cloud of dust. 

What a strange, alluring, unearthly, and marvellous 
quality lies in the word road I and how wonderful it is 
in itself, this road ! The clear day, the autumn leaves, 
the chilly air . . . Draw the travelling-cloak closer, 
pull the cap over the ears, press deeper and more com- 
fortably into the corner! The transitory chill has 
seized upon the limbs for the last time, and an agree- 
able warmth has already taken its place. Th^ horses 
speed along . . . how insidiously drowsiness creeps 

» A hero of the Epic Songs. 
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over you, and the eyes grow heavy! and already through 
your dreams, neither the white snows, nor the snorting 
of the horses, nor the rumble of the wheels, are any 
longer perceptible ; and you are already snoring, pressed 
close to your companion's corner. You have awakened, 
— five stages have fled behind you ; the moon is shining : 
you have reached a strange town ; there are churches 
with ancient cupolas and blackening spires ; there are 
dark houses of boards, and light houses of stone; the 
moon sends floods of light here and there, as though 
white linen kerchiefs were spread on the walls, on the 
pavements, along the streets ; slanting shadows, black 
as coal, intersect them ; the wooden roofs, lighted from 
one side, shine like gleaming metal ; and nowhere is 
there a living soul, — every one is asleep. Alone, quite 
alone, a Hght flickers in a tiny window, it may be : 
some burgher is sewing himself a pair of boots per- 
chance, or a baker is busied about his oven, — what con- 
cern is it of theirs? But the night ! Heavenly powers ! 
what a night reigns in its perfection on high ! And the 
air, the heaven, distant, lofty, so incomprehensible 
yonder in its depths, as it spreads abroad clear and 
melodious ! . . . But the cool breath of night breathes 
freshly into your very eyes, and lulls you to sleep ; and 
you have already fallen to dreaming, and are forget- 
ting yourself, and snoring, and grumbling angrily 
at feeling a weight resting и1юп you, — your poor 
neighbor, who has been pressed into the corner. 
You have waked — and again fields and steppes 
spread before you ; there is nothing anywhere ; every- 
where is desolation, — all is laid bare. The verst- 
pillar with its figures flits past your eyes: the dawn 
is beginning. On the cold, pale horizon a faint golden 
streak makes its appearance : the breeze grows fresher 
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and sharper. Wrap closer still your warm cloak. 
. . . What a glorious cold ! What a wondrous dream 
has again taken possession of you ! A jolt, — and you 
are awake once more. The sun stands at the height 
of heaven. ''Gently, gently!" you hear a voice 
exclaim ; the telyega is going down a sharp descent ; 
at the foot is a wide dam and a broad, clear pond, 
gleaming like the copper bottom of a vessel in the sun ; 
a village, huts, have strewn themselves over the de- 
clivity ; the cross on the village church shines like a 
star on one side ; there is a chattering of muzhiks, and 
an intolerable appetite in your stomach. . . . Heav- 
ens ! how beautiful thou art at times, thou far, far-dis- 
tant road ! How many times have not I had recourse 
to thee, when bending, sinking, and on every occasion 
thou hast released me, saved me! And how many 
marvellous ideas and poetical fancies have had their 
bii-th on thee, — how many wonderful emotions have I 
not experienced! . . . 

And even our friend Tchitchikoff had dreams at this 
time, which were not wholly prosaic. Let us see what 
he felt. At first he felt nothing, and only gazed behind 
him, desirous of assuring himself that he had really 
emerged from the town ; but when he saw that the town 
had long since disappeared from view, that neither a 
smithy, a mill, nor any of those things which are found 
in the vicinity of towns, was visible, and that even the 
white summits of the stone churches had long ago sunk 
into the earth, he devoted his attention to the road 
alone, glancing only to right and left ; and the town 

of N became in his memory as though it had 

never existed, — as though he had passed through it 
very long ago, in his childhood. At length, even the 
road ceased to occupy him ; and he began to cover his 
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eyes slightly, and to recline his head upon the pillow. 
The author confesses this, and is even glad to do so, 
since it affords him an opportunity to speak of his 
hero ; for up to this point, as the reader has seen, he 
has been constantly hindered in that design, — now 
by Nozdreff, now by balls, then by the ladies, then by 
town gossip, — in short, by a thousand of those trifles, 
which only seem trifles when transferred to a book, 
but which are regarded as extremely important matters 
when they are taking place in the world. But we will 
now lay them completely on one side, and occupy our- 
selves directly with this business. 

It is very doubtful whether the hero of our choice 
has pleased the reader. That he will not please the 
ladies can be confidently affirmed ; for the ladies re- 
quire that a hero shall be absolutely perfect, and if any 
spintual or physical blemish appears in him, — then, 
alas ! However deeply the author may penetrate into 
his spirit, though he may reflect his image more clearly 
than a mirror, they will attach no value to it. Even 
Tchitchikoff's plumpness, and the fact that he is mid- 
dle-aged, will injure him ; a hero is never pardoned for 
being fat ; and vei^ many ladies will say, as they turn 
away, '*Fy! How disgusting ! " alas! all this is well 
known to the author, and yet he cannot take a virtuous 
man for his hero. But . . . possibly, in this very 
novel he may strike some hitherto untouched chords, — 
he may present the priceless richness of the Russian 
soul, and a man will emerge, gifted with godlike cour- 
age ; or a wonderful Russian maiden, such as can be 
found nowhere else in the whole world, with all her 
marvellous feminine beauty, a soul all formed of gen- 
erous impulses, and self-sacriflce ; and in their pres- 
ence, all virtuous people of other races will appear 
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but as corpses, — as a book seems dead io comparison 
with living words. Russian emotions will rise to the 
surface . . . and it will be seen how deeply that has 
penetrated into the Slavic nature, which has only 
glided along the surface of other natures in other na- 
tions. . . . But why speak of that which is before us ? 
It is discourteous of the author, who has long since 
reached man's estate, who has been nourished with 
a gloomy inner life, and the refreshing soberness of 
solitude, to thus ignore youth. There is a turn, a 
place, a time, for every thing. But still, a virtuous 
man cannot be taken for the hero. And it is even 
possible to state the reason why he cannot be taken. 
Therefore, it is time to give the poor virtuous man a 
breathing-space : the words virtuous man have turned 
to emptiness in the public mouth, for the virtuous man 
has been converted into a horse; and there is not a 
writer who has not ridden him, and urged him on with 
the whip, and with any thing which has come to hand. 
Hence, the virtuous man has been exhausted to such a 
degree, that there is no longer a shadow of virtue left 
in him, and all that remains to him is his ribs and skin 
in lieu of body; therefore, it is hypocrisy to invoke 
the virtuous man ; hence, the virtuous man is not re- 
spected. No : it is time to harness up a scamp ; and 
therefore we will harness him up, that rascally man ! 

Obscure and modest is the origin of our hero. His 
parents belonged to the nobility, but whether to the 
ancient or to the personal nobility, God only knows. * 
He did not resemble them in feature : at all events, the 
female relative who was present at his birth, — a short, 
stout woman, of the sort generally known as sickly, — 
exclaimed, as she took the child in her arms, "He 

> See the Table of Ranks, at the end of the book. 
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has Dot turned out at all as I expected ! He should 
look like his grandmother on his mother's side, and it 
would have been better so ; but he has been born simply 
as the proverb says, neither like motJier nor like father, 
but like some passing youth.*' 

Life gazed rather sourly and unpleasantly on him at 
fii-st, through a dim little window with the snow piled 
against it: he had neither friend nor comrade in his 
childhood. The tiny room, with its little windows 
which were opened neither in winter nor in summer ; 
his invalid father in a long surtout lined with lamb- 
skin, and knitted slippers, which were drawn upon his 
bare feet, who sighed incessantly as he paced the 
chamber, and spit in the sand-box which stood in the 
corner; his eternal sitting on the bench with a pen 
in his hand, and ink on his fingers, and even on his 
lips ; the precept which was forever before his eyes, 
*' Lie not, obey your elders, and bear your benefactor 
in your heart;" the never-ceasing scraping and scuf- 
fling about the room of the slippers ; the familiar but 
always surly voice, *' You have been at your pranks 
again ! ** which echoed through the room when the 
child, weary of the monotony of his labor, added 
some flourish or tail to a letter ; and the ever familiar, 
always unpleasant, sensation, when, after the utterance 
of these words, the edge of his ear was twisted in a 
painful manner by the nails of the long fingers, which 
were stretched out behind him, — behoM here the pov- 
erty-stricken picture of his early youth, of which his 
memory barely retained a faint image. But every thing 
in life is subject to sudden and lively changes : and on 
one day, with the first spring sunshine and amid floods 
of water, the father took his son, and set out with him 
in a telyega, which was drawn by a gaunt, spotted 
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horse, of the sort known to the horse-jockeys as a 
piebald ; the coachman who drove this animal was a 
little humpback, the head of the only family of serfs 
owned by Tchitchikoff*s father, who occupied himself 
with nearly all the duties of the household. They 
rode after the piebald for more than a day and a half : 
they passed the night on the road, crossed a river, 
lunched on cold meat-pie and roast mutton, and only 
reached the city on the morning of the thiixl day. Be- 
fore the boy shone the streets of the city in unexpected 
splendor, which made him keep his mouth open for 
several minutes. The piebald, in company with the 
telyega, tumbled into a hole, which formed the begin- 
ning of a narrow alley, which inclined downwards for 
its entire course, and was blocked up with mud : for a 
long time the animal labored there with all its might, 
splashed about with its legs, aided by the hunchback, 
and even by the master himself, and finally drew them 
into a little coui-t-yard, which was situated on the de- 
clivity, with two dilapidated apple-trees in front of a 
little old house with a garden behind it, both narrow 
and small, and consisting only of wild cherry-trees 
and lilacs, and which concealed in its depths a wooden 
sentry-box which was covered with rubbish, and had a 
dim, narrow window. Here dwelt a relative of theu*s, 
a little withered-up old woman, who still went to mar- 
ket every morning, and afterwards dried her stockings 
on the samovar, who tapped the little lad on the cheek, 
and admired his plumpness. Here he was to remain, 
and go to attend the classes every day in the institute 
of the town. His father passed the night there, and 
set out on his road on the following day. No tears 
were shed by the parent's eyes when they parted : the 
boy was given half a ruble in copper for spending- 
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money and dainties ; and, what is much more impor- 
tant, wise advice, — *SSee here, Pavlusha, study well, 
dou4 be stupid, and don't play tricks ; and most of 
all, please your teachers and your superior. If you 
please your teachers, you will get into the right road, 
and distance all the rest, even if you do not succeed in 
the sciences, and if God has not endowed you with 
talent. Don't associate with your comrades ; they will 
teach you no good : but, if it must be so, then associ- 
ate with those who are the wealthiest, and who can be of 
the most sei-vice to you in case of need. Do not give 
presents, nor treat any one, but rather conduct yourself 
80 that others may give you presents, and save all you 
can, and amass the kopeks : this is the surest receipt 
in the world. Your friend or comrade will cheat you, 
and in adversity he will be the first to betray you ; but 
the kopek will never betray you, no matter in what 
straits you may be. You can do every thing, you can 
accomplish any thing in the world, with the kopek." 
After bestowing this advice upon him, the father took 
leave of his son, and dragged himself home again, 
behind his piebald, and from that day forth he never 
beheld him more ; but his father's words and exhorta- 
tion had sunk deep into the latter's soul. 

Pavlusha began to attend the classes the very next 
day. He did not appear to have special capacity for 
any particular branch of learning; he distinguished 
himself chiefly by his diligence and cleanliness ; but, 
in compensation, he exhibited great talents in another 
direction, — that of practical life. He divined and 
comprehended a matter on the instant, and conducted 
himself in such a manner that his comrades actually 
did give him presents; and he not only never gave 
them any, but sometimes he even concealed the gift, 
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and afterwards sold it back to tbem. Wbile still a child, 
he leametl how to deny himself every thing. He did 
not spend a kopek of the half-ruble which his father 
had given him : on the contrary, he made an addition 
to it that same year, which displayed uncommon skill. 
He moulded a bullfinch out of wax, cobred it, and sold 
it at a good profit. Then, in the course of time, he 
entered into other speculations, and this is what they 
consisted in : He purchased eatables in the market, 
seated himself in the class near those who had the 
most money, and as soon as he observed that his 
companion began to grow weary, — which is a sign of 
approaching hunger, — he thrust the corner of a ginger- 
bread cake, or a roll, into his hand, beneath the bench, 
and as though by accident; and having thus incited 
him, he demanded payment in proportion to the latter's 
appetite. For two months he toiled unceasingly in his 
own quarters over a mouse, which he had shut up in a 
little wooden cage ; and at length he succeeded to such 
a degree, that the mouse stood on its hind-legs, lay 
down and rose up at the woixi of command ; and then 
he sold it in an advantageous manner. When he had 
amassed money to the amount of five rubles, he made 
a little bag for it, and began to hoard up his cash for 
another. He behaved with even more wisdom in the 
case of his superiors. No one knew how to sit upon a 
bench more tranquilly than he. It must be remarked 
here, that his teacher was a great lover of quietness, 
and of good conduct, and that he could not endure 
clever and witty boys: it seemed to him as though 
they must infallibly be laughing at him. It suflSced 
for any boy, who had caused himself to be remarked 
for cleverness, to make the slightest movement, or to 
unintentionally contract his brows, in order to fall sud- 
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denly under his wrath. He would persecute and pun- 
ish him unmercifully. *' I'll drive the conceit and 
disobedience out of you, my lad ! " he said : " I know 
you through and through, better than you know your- 
self. Here, you shall go down on your knees to me ! 
You shall go hungry ! " And the poor boy would 
have to rub his knees, and fast for twenty-four hours, 
without himself knowing why. " Capacity and talent ! 
that's all nonsense ! " he was accustomed to say : " I 
look only at conduct. I will give that boy perfect 
marks in all branches who does not know the first let- 
ter of them, provided he behaves himself in a praise- 
worthy way ; and I'll give that boy a cipher in whom I 
perceive an inclination to ridicule, or an evil disposition, 
although he could grasp Solon by the belt, and throw 
him." Thus spoke a teacher who never loved Kruiloff ^ 
to the day of his death, because the latter had said, 
'* In my opinion, it is better to drink ; but, then, you 
must understand your business ; ' ' and who was always 
relating with glee in his countenance, and in his eyes, 
that in the academy where he had ruled before he came 
to that place, such silence reigned that you could hear 
a fly fly ; and that not one of the pupils, the whole year 
round, ever coughed, or blew his nose, in the class ; and 
that it was imix)ssible to tell, from the sound alone, 
whether there was any one in the room, or not. Tchi- 
tchikoff quickly caught the teacher's spirit, and his 
idea as to what constituted good behavior. He never 
moved an eye or an eyebrow all the time that the class 
lasted, no matter how much they might pinch him in the 
rear ; just as soon as the bell rang, he rushed headlong 
to be the first of all to hand the teacher his three-cor- 
nered hat (the instructor wore a three-cornered hat) ; 

1 A famous writer of fables in Bussia. 
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after handing him his hat, he was the first to leave the 
class-room, and he contrived to encounter the master 
three times on the road, whereupon he pulled off his 
cap repeatedly. These manoeuvres were completely 
successful. During the whole of his stay in that 
institution, he received excellent marks ; and on leav- 
ing it, he received a certificate of thorough acquire- 
ments in all branches, and a book, with an inscrip- 
tion in golden letters, for exemplary diligence and 
admirable conduct. On emerging from the academy, 
he found himself a youth of a suflSciently attractive 
personal appearance, and with a chin which required 
shaving. At this juncture, his father died. His in- 
heritance proved to be four irretrievably worn waist- 
coats, two ancient surtouts lined with lambskin, and 
an insignificant sum of money. Evidently his father 
had been expert at accumulating kopeks iu words only, 
and had amassed but few of them himself. Tchitchi- 
koff sold the venerable little house and the insignificant 
bit of land for a thousand rubles, and trans|юrted 
his seven serfs to town, with the intention of settling 
there, and entering the service. At this juncture, the 
poor teacher — the lover of silence and laudable con- 
duct — was turned out of the academy for stupidity, 
or for some other fault. The teacher began to drink 
from grief; at length he had nothing with which to 
purchase liquor; ill, without a mouthful of bread, or 
any assistance, he descended very low, to some God- 
forsaken, unwanned kennel. His former pupils, the 
clever and brilliant ones, in whom he bad continually 
espied disobedience and conceited behavior, on learn- 
ing of his pitiable condition, immediately collected 
some money for him, selling much that was necessary 
even for this purpose. Pavlusha Tchitchikoff alone 
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declined on the score of poverty, and gave a five- kopek 
silver piece, which his comrades instantly flung away, 
saying, "O you miser! '■ The poor teacher covered 
his face with his hands when he heard of such an act 
on the part of his former pupils : teai-s poured from his 
dim eyes in a torrent, as though he had been a weak 
child. *'God has brought me to tears on my death- 
bed ! " he exclaimed, in a feeble voice ; and he sighed 
heavily on hearing about Tchitchikoff, and immediately 
added, *' Eh, Pavlusha ! How a man changes ! Sure- . 
ly, you were well behaved ! There was nothing bois- 
terous about you, — you were perfect silk. You have 
cheated me, cheated me ! " . . . 

It is impossible to assert, however, that our hero's 
nature was so grim and harsh, and that his feelings 
were dulled to such a degree, that he knew neither pity 
nor sympathy ; he felt both the one and the other : he 
was even desnous of assisting, only,4t must not be to 
the extent of a considerable sum, lest he might have 
to encroach и1юп the money which he had made up his 
mind not to touch. In short, his father's exhortation, 
''Save and amass the kopeks," had been of some 
avail. But he had no actuar love for money for the 
sake of money itself : he was not actuated by miserliness 
and greed. No, he was not ruled by them : life gleamed 
before his eyes, with all its pleasures, with all its possi- 
bilities ; equipages, a handsomely mounted establish- 
ment, savory dinners, — this was what was constantly 
passing through his brain. In order, therefore, at length 
in the course of time, to secure the taste of these things 
without fail, he saved the kopeks, denying himself and 
others for a space. When a wealthy man drove past 
him in an elegant drozhky, with trotters in rich harness, 
be halted as though rooted to the spot ; and when he 
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came to himself, as though after a long dream, he said, 
"And he was formerly a shop-clerk, and wore his hair 
in a circlel"* And every thing which smacked of 
wealth or ease produced upon him an impression which 
was inexplicable, even to himself. 

On leaving the academy, he did not even wish to take 
a holiday, so strong within him was the desire to set 
to work, and enter the service. Nevertheless, in spite 
of his laudatory credentials, he had great difficulty in 
obtaining a situation in the department of justice. 
Even in the most remote corners of the land, influence 
is required. He obtained an insignificant little place : 
the salary was only thirty or forty rubles a year. But 
he resolved to apply himself ardently to the service, to 
conquer and to overcome every thing. And in fact, 
he displayed self-sacrifice, patience, and an incredible 
restriction of the necessaries of life. From early morn- 
ing until late at night he wrote, straining every power of 
mind and body, wholly absorbed in the papers of the 
office ; he did not go home, he slept on the tables in the 
chambers of the department; he sometimes took his 
meals with the watchmen ; and withal, he managed to 
preserve cleanliness, to dress respectably, to communi- 
cate to his face a pleasant expression, and to his move- 
ments something that was even noble. It must be 
stated, that the officials in the department of justice 
were especially distinguished for their lack of comeliness 
and for their deficiency of understanding. Some had 
faces which were exactly like badly baked bread : one 
cheek was swollen, the chin was twisted up towards the 
other, the upper lip had risen like a bladder, and, in 
addition to this, had burst ; in short, such a face was not 

> Referring to the circular mode of catting the hair among iow4!la8e 
Buseiane. 
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handsotne at all. They all spoke in a surly way, in a 
voice which seemed to indicate that they were on the 
point of beating some one ; they sacrificed frequently to 
Bacchus, in this manner demonstrating that a large rem- 
nant of heathendom still lingers in the nature of the Slav ; 
at times they even entered the court-room in a drunken 
condition, which rendered the court-room unpleasant, 
and the air any thing but aromatic. Among such offi- 
cials, Tchitchikoff could not fail to attract attention, and 
to be distinguished from the rest, presenting, as he did, 
a complete contrast, both as to his comely countenance, 
the courtesy of his voice, and his entire abstinence 
from all strong liquors. Yet, with all this, his path 
was a hard one. He had fallen upon an official who 
was very antiquated in his customs, whose model was 
a certain stony insensibility and immovability ; he was 
eternally the same, always unapproachable ; never in his 
life had a smile dawned on the face of the chief, who had 
never even once greeted any one with an inquiry as to 
his health. No one had ever beheld him when he was 
not exactly as usual, whether it was in the street or in 
his own home ; never once had he shown any interest 
in any thing : if he would only drink himself drunk for 
once, and in his intoxication indulge in a laugh ! if he 
would but yield to wild mirth, such as a brigand gives 
himself over to in a moment of intoxication ! but there 
was not a shadow of such a thing about him. There 
was nothing at all of any kind in him, neither vice nor 
goodness ; and this utter absence produced an odd im- 
pression. His marble-hard countenance, which lacked 
any striking irregularity, hinted at no resemblance : 
his features were harshly symmetrical among them- 
selves. Only the numerous pock-marks and little hol- 
lows in it classed it among those faces in which, 
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according to tbe expression of tbe common people, tbe 
Devil has come by night to grind his pease. It seemed 
as though it were not in the power of mortal man to 
insinuate himself into the good graces of such a person, 
and win his good will ; but Tchitcbikofif made the ex- 
periment. At first he began by pleasing him in all 
sorts of insignificant trifles : he looked carefully at the 
mending of the pens, with which be wrote, and, having 
prepared some on that same pattern, he laid them close 
to his hand ; be blew and swept from the table this offi- 
cial's sand and tobacco ; be brought him a fresh rag for 
his ink-bottle ; he hunted up his hat for him, — the shab- 
biest hat that ever existed in this world, — and on each 
occasion laid it at his elbow at the exact moment when 
the court was closed ; he brushed off his back if it had 
become dirty through contact with tbe chalk on the 
walls. But all this passed absolutely unnoticed, as 
though nothing of tbe sort had been done. At length 
Tchitchikoff got wind of his home, his family life : he 
learned that the official bad a marriageable daughter, 
who also possessed one of those faces which look as 
though pease had been ground up in it. He meditated 
making an attack in that quarter. Having found out 
what church she attended on Sunday, he placed himself 
directly opposite her every week, cleanly dressed, with 
well-starched shirt-front ; and the mancEUvre was a suc- 
cess : the grim chief wavered, and invited him to tea. 
And before they had time to look about them in the 
office, Tchitchikoff had transferred himself to the 
chief's house, had become necessary, indispensable to 
him ; he purchased the flour and the sugar ; he behaved 
to the daughter as though she were his betrothed ; called 
the chief papa, and kissed his hand. Every one in the 
chancellery came to the conclusion that the wedding 
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would take place at the end of February, before the 
beginning of the long fast. The stern head of the de- 
partment even began to make interest for Tchitchikoff 
with the authorities, and in a short time the latter was 
installed as head in a vacancy which had been discov- 
ered. This, to all appearances, was the principal 
object of his connection with the ancient departmental 
head ; for his trunk was immediately and clandestinely 
removed from the latter's house, and on the following 
day he was settled in new quarters. He ceased to call 
the chief " papa," and did not kiss his hand any longer ; 
and the subject of the marriage was dropped, as though 
there had never existed any idea of such a thing. 
However, he once met the old gentleman, and, pressing 
his hand in a flattering way, he invited him to tea ; so 
that the old chief, in spite of his eternal immobility and 
hard indifference, shook his head every time that he 
thought of it, and muttered to himself, "He cheated 
me, he cheated me, that son of the Devil ! " 

This was the most difficult threshold which he stepped 
across. From that time on, he progressed more easily, 
and with more success. He became a man of note. 
He appeared to have every quality which is adapted 
to this world, — an agreeable way of dealing with 
people, and boldness in handling matters of business. 
By these means, he shortly gained what is called a 
lucrative position, and availed himself of it in the 
most superior manner. The reader must be informed, 
that, at that time, the strictest prosecution of every de- 
scription of bribe-taking had been begun. This prosecu- 
tion did not alarm him ; and he immediately proceeded 
to turn it to his own account, displaying thereby gen- 
uine Russian ingenuity, which only makes itself known 
in cases of emergency. This is the way in which 



338 TCniTCBIKOFF'8 JOURNEYS; OR, DEAD SOULS. 

the affair was arranged : As soon as a petitioner made 
his appearance, and thrust his hand into his pocket, in 
order to draw thence the familiar letter of recom- 
mendation, with the signature of Prince Khovansky, 
as we used to express ourselves in Russia at that pe- 
riod, ^ *' No, no,** Tchitchikoff would say with a smile, 
arresting his hand: "you think that I . . . no, no! 
this is our duty ; we are under obligations to do it ; 
we must do it without any remuneration. You may 
rest easy on that point : every thing will be completed 
to-morrow. Allow me to inquire where you are lodg- 
ing ? It is not necessary that you should put yourself 
to this personal trouble : every thing will be brought to 
you in your own house." The enchanted applicant 
returned home almost in a state of ecstasy, thinking, 
" Here, at last, is a man of a kind which we ought to 
have more of : he is simply a precious diamond ! " 
But the petitioner waits one day, two days, — and the 
matter is not brought to his house : the third day it is 
the same. He betakes himself to the office : the affair 
has not even been touched. He applies to the precious 
diamond: "Ah, excuse me!" says Tchitchikoff very 
courteously, seizing him by both hands. *' We are so 
driven with business ! but to-morrow every thing will 
be finished, — to-morrow, without fail. Really, I am 
mortified." And all this was accompanied by fascinat- 
ing manners. If the petitioner, during this interview, 
attempted to part the tails of his coat, Tchitchikoff's 
hand instantly endeavored to arrange things, and set 
the coat-tails to rights. But neither on the morrow, 
nor on the day after, nor on the day after that, were 
the papers brought to him at his house. The peti- 

1 For about half a century, Prince Khovansky eigned all the ЬпрегШ 
bank-notes. 
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tioner falls to thinking: does not this signify some- 
thing? He makes inquiries : he is told, " The copyists 
must be given something." — "Why not? I am will- 
ing to give them a twenty-five kopek piece ! " exclaims 
the petitioner. " Why do you get so heated over it? " 
they reply : " this is the way it will be arranged : the 
copyist will get a quarter-ruble, and the rest will go to 
the head of the department." The slow-witted peti- 
tioner deals himself a blow on the forehead, and curses 
the way in which the world is arranged nowadays, and 
the new customs, and the loftily courteous manners 
of the officials. " In former times, you used at least to 
know what you were about ; if you presented the head 
of the department with a red bank-note,^ your business 
was as good as done: but now you have to spend a 
white note,^ and waste a week into the bargain, before 
you can guess what they are up to . . . may the Devil 
fly away with their disinterestedness, and official gen- 
erosity ! " 

The petitioner was in the right, of course ; but, on 
the other hand, there were no longer any bribe-takers ; 
all heads of departments were the most honest and the 
noblest of men : only the secretaries and the petty 
clerks were rascals. A much more extensive field 
soon presented itself to Tchitchikoff: a commission 
was appointed for the erection of some extremely 
important government building. He got himself ap- 
pointed on this commission, and appeared to be one of 
the most active of its members. The commission set 
to work at once. The process of erection dragged on 
for six years ; but the climate hindered in some way, or 
the building materials were not what they should have 
been ; at all events, that government edifice never got 

> Ten rablee. * Twenty -five rubles. 
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aDj farther than the fonndation. But in the mean 
time, at the other extremity of the town, a handsome 
house, in urban style of architecture, appeared for 
each member of the commission : obviously, the soil 
was more propitious there. The members began to 
gather courage, too, and commenced to establish fami- 
lies. It was only then that Tchitchikofif began gradu- 
ally to relax bis strict rules of conduct, and his pitiless 
self-sacrifice. It was only then that his long-continued 
fast was lightened ; and it appeared that he had never 
been averse to various forms of enjoyment, from which 
he had known how to refrain during the fieiy years of 
youth, when no man is able to wholly control himself. 
Some luxuries made their appearance : he indulged in 
a tolerably good cook, and in fine cambric shirts. He 
had already begun to purchase cloth for his own use, 
such as no one else in the whole province wore ; and 
from that time forth he began to wear it in light brown 
and reddish shades, with his coats very much cut out 
in front : he had already set up an excellent pair of 
horses, and drove himself, causing the side -horse to 
curvet in a circle ; he had already contracted a habit 
of rubbing himself down with a sponge dipped in water 
mixed with eau-de-cologne ; he had already purchased 
any thing but cheap soap for the purpose of imparting 
smoothness to his skin ; he had already . . . 

But all at once there was despatched, in the place of 
the easy-going chief, a new head of the department, 
who was a military man, strict, an enemy of bribe- 
takers, and of every thing which is reckoned unjust. 
He frightened them all, down to the very last one, on 
the second day : he demanded their accounts, perceived 
the deficits, discovered missing sums at every step; 
instantly took note of the ofiScials' handsome houses of 
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urban architecture, and he instituted an investigation. 
The officials were dismissed from the service ; the 
houses of an urban style of architecture were turned 
over to the treasury, and converted into various be- 
nevolent institutions, and district schools ; everybody 
was blown into atoms, and Tchitchikoff worse than all 
the rest. AH of a sudden, his face, in spite of its 
agreeable expression, ceased to please the chief, just 
why, God only knows, — sometimes there is no cause 
whatever for it, — and the latter conceived a deadly 
hatred for Tchitchikoff. But, seeing that he was a mili- 
tary man, it stood to reason that he did not understand 
all the refinements in the methods of transacting munici- 
pal affaii-s ; so, after a brief interval, the other officials 
contrived to insinuate themselves into his good graces 
by dint of an upright appearance, and their skill in 
adapting themselves to circumstances ; and the honest 
new chief speedily found himself in the hands of 
greater rascals than ever, although he had not taken 
them for such ; he even congratulated himself on hav- 
ing finally selected suitable men, and he seriously flat- 
tered himself that he possessed a delicate discretion in 
the matter of discerning character. The officials caught 
the drift of his mind and character at once. Every 
thing beneath his rule was carried on by terrible prose- 
cutors of all dishonesty; they followed it up every- 
where, in ел'^егу sort of business, as a fisherman pursues 
a fat sturgeon with his fish-spear ; and they prosecuted 
it with such success, that, within a short space of time, 
each one of them possessed a capital amounting to sev- 
eral thousand rubles. At this juncture, many of the 
ex-officials were converted to the path of righteousness, 
and were re-admitted to the service. But Tchitchikoff 
could not manage to make his way back on any terms ; 
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and the chief secretary, who had been induced to es- 
pouse his cause in consideration of some of Prince 
Khovansky's billets, and who led the general by the 
nose in all matters of business, could effect absolutely 
nothing in the present case. The chief belonged to 
that class of men who are led by the nose (witliout 
their knowledge, of course), but, if an idea once makes 
its way into their head, it remains fast there, exactly 
as though it were an iron nail : it is impossible to ex- 
tract it in any manner whatever. All that the clever 
secretary could effect was the erasure of the beclouded 
record in the service register ; and this he only man- 
aged by an appeal to the chief's compassion by depict- 
ing to him, in vivid colors, the miserable fate of Tchi- 
tchikoff's unhappy family, which, fortunately, he did 
not possess. 

" Well, this is a pretty situation ! " said Tchitchikoff. 
*'My hook caught, it dragged me up, it has broken 
loose — and that settles it. Crying won't assuage my 
grief: I must set to work again." So he resolved to 
begin his career afresh, to again possess his soul in 
patience, to again deny himself every thing, without 
regard to the free and luxurious style in which he had 
previously sjDeut his money. It was necessary to re- 
move to another town, and to acquire fame there. But 
for some reason he was not successful in this. He 
was obliged to make two or three changes in his em- 
ployment in a very brief space of time: the positions 
were dirty, and humiliating in a way. It must be 
stated that Tchitchikoff was the most decorous man 
who ever existed in this world. Although he was 
forced, at first, to make his way in vile company, he 
always preserved his cleanliness of mind : he liked to 
have the tables in the office of varnished wood, and 
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to have every thing handsome. He never permitted 
himself to employ ungentlemanly language, and he 
always took oflPence if he perceived in the words of 
others an absence of due respect towards rank or office. 
I think that the reader will be gratified to learn that 
he changed his linen every two days, and every day 
in summer, when the weather was warm : any smell 
which was in the least unpleasant offended him. For 
this reason, he always thrust a clove up his nose when 
Petrushka came to undress him, and pull off his boots ; 
and in many ways his nerves were as sensitive as those 
of a young girl ; and hence, it was very hard for him 
to find himself again among those ranks who were dis- 
tinguished by an odor of spirits, and by indelicacy of 
habits. But brace his courage as he would, neverthe- 
less, he grew thin, and even green, during this period 
of adversity. He had already begun to grow plump, 
and to acquire those rounded and respectable outlines 
which the reader has seen him to be possessed of at 
the beginning of the latter's acquaintance with him ; 
and many a time he gazed in the glass, and meditated 
on much that was agreeable, — on a pretty little wife 
and children, — and a smile followed the thoughts ; but 
now, when he glanced, accidentally as it were, at himself 
in the mirror, he could not refrain from exclaiming, 
" Holy Mother of God, how hideous I have grown ! " 
And for a long time thereafter he did not care to look 
at himself. But our hero endured all, he endured it, 
endured it bravely and patiently, and — at length he 
passed into the custom-house service. It must be 
stated that this branch of the service had long formed 
the secret goal of his desires. He had observed what 
dainty foreign articles the custom-house officials pos- 
sessed, what porcelains and muslins they presented to 
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their lady cronies, tlicir sisters, and their aunts. Long 
ago be had man}' a time said, with a sigh, "That's 
the place to be : the frontier is close at hand, the peo- 
ple are cultivated, and what fine shirts of Holland 
cambric one could indulge in ! '* 

It must be added, that in this connection he thought 
of a certain special sort of French soap, which impaited 
a i*emarkable whiteness to the skin, and freshness to the 
cheeks. What its name was, God only knew ; but he 
assumed that it was infallibly to be found abroad. Thus, 
he had long pined to enter the custom-house, but he had 
been withheld for a long time by the profits which 
flowed from the building commission ; and he judged 
wisely, that the custom-house, however desirable it 
might be, was nothing more than a crane afar in the 
heavens, while the building commission was certainly a 
titmouse in the hand. But now he was resolved to make 
his way into the custom-house service at any cost, and 
he accomplished it. He entered upon his duties with 
extraordinary zeal. It seemed as though fate itself had 
destined him for a custom-house official. Such skill, 
penetration, and acuteness had not only never been 
seen, but had never even been heard of. In three or 
four weeks he had attained such dexterity in custom- 
house matters, that he positively knew all there was to 
be known : he no longer weighed or measured, but he 
could judge from the wrapper how many arshins there 
were in any piece of cloth, or any other material. On 
taking a package in his hand, he could instantly tell 
how many pounds it contained. In the matter of 
searching for hidden goods, his own comrades declared 
that he possessed a regular dog's scent: it was im- 
possible not to experience surprise at witnessing his 
immense patience in feeling every button ; and this he 
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performed with deadly equanimity, with the most in- 
credible courtesy. And when the people whom he was 
searching lost their tempers, flew into a rage, and ex- 
perienced a malicious desire to spoil his agreeable 
exterior with blows, he merely remarked, without any 
change in the expression of his countenance, or the 
suavity of his manners, "Will you not be so good as to 
discommode yourself a little, and stand up? " or, " Will 
you not- be so kind, madame, as to step into the other 
room ? the wife of one of our officials will come to an 
explanation with you there ; " or, " Permit me to open 
the lining of your cloak a trifle with my penknife;" 
and so saying, he would draw forth a shawl or a ker- 
chief, with as much nonchalance as though it had been 
from his own trunk. Even his superiors admitted that 
he was the Devil himself, and not a man : he discovered 
goods in wheels, in shafts, in the horse's ears, and in 
nobody knows what places besides, where it would 
never enter the author's head to hide them, and where 
no one but a custom-house official could find them ; so 
that the poor traveller who crossed the frontier could 
not collect his wits for several minutes, and could only 
cross himself, and say, as he wiped away the perspira- 
tion which had broke^i out all over his body in a 
fine dew, "Well, welU " His position very much re- 
sembled that of the scholar who has run away from 
the private apartment whither the master has sum- 
moned him in order to receive an exhortation, but has 
quite unexpectedly bestowed on him a flogging. 

In a very short time, the smugglers found that there 
was no living for him. Woe and despair reigned 
throughout all Polish Jewry. His honesty and incor- 
ruptibility were invincible, almost superhuman. He 
did not even collect a little capital for himself out of 
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the various ooDflscated wares, and other articles which 
were seized ia divers manners, and which did not reach 
the treasury, because they would necessitate superfluous 
correspondence. Such zealously disinterested service 
could not fail to become the subject of general admira- 
tion, and at length it came to the knowledge of the 
chiefs. He received a promotion of one rank (tcliin) ; 
and then he presented a scheme for trapping all the 
smugglers, merely requesting that he might be fur- • 
nished with the means of conducting the affair himself. 
He was immediately intrusted with the command, and 
with unlimited power to conduct any and all sorts of 
researches. This was all he wanted. At that time a 
large band of smugglers had been organized on a regu- 
lar and well-conceived plan. The profits of this bold 
enterprise were reckoned by the million. He had long 
known of its existence, and had even refused, when an 
envoy had been despatched to buy him, saying dryly, 
" The proper time has not yet arrived." The very mo-* 
ment that he had got the entire disiX)sition of affaii's into 
his own hands, he informed the band, in these words, 
'*The time has arrived." His calculations were well 
founded. In one year he would receive more than he 
could earn in twenty. He had not cared to enter into 
relations with them before, because he was only an in- 
significant individual, and, consequently, he would have 
received but little; but now, now ... it was quite 
another matter : he could make what terms he pleased. 
In order that the business might progress without hin- 
derance, he confided in another official, a comrade of 
his, who was unable to resist the seduction, notwith- 
standing the fact that his hair was white. The terms 
were agreed upon, and the company began oi^erations. 
Business opened in a brilliant manner. The reader has^ 
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doubtless, heard the ancient and oft-repented anecdote 
about the clever journeys of the Spanish sheep, who 
crossed the frontier line in a double skin, carrying a 
million worth of Brabant lace beneath their outer coat. 
This incident occurred^ at the very time that Tchitchi- 
koflp was in the customs service. Had he not partici- 
pated in the undertaking, no Jew in existence could 
have carried such a thing to a successful termination. 
• After three or four journeys of the sheep across the 
frontier, Tchitchikoff and his brother official found 
themselves in the possession of a capital of four hundred 
thousand rubles. It was said that Tchitchikoff, being 
the more daring, secured over five hundred thousand. 

God knows to what vast cipher these delightful sums 
would have increased, had not the cursed wild beast 
ruined the whole business. The Evil One threw the 
two officials off the track : these functionaries, to speak 
plainly, flew into a rage, and quarrelled about the veriest 
trifle. It came about in the heat of conversation, and, 
possibly, they may have been drinking a little. Tchi- 
-tehikoff called the other official a " pope's son ;" and 
the latter, although he was in reality the son of a 
priest, took violent offence, — no one knows why, — and 
instantly retorted, in a vigorous and remarkably cutting 
manner, as follows : " No, you lie ! I am a councillor 
of state, and not a pope's son ; and as for you — 
pope's son yourself!" And in his pique, he added, 
for the further exasperation of his adversary, "Yes, 
that's it precisely!" Although he had thorouglily 
quelched Tchitchikoff by thus turning back upon him 
the epithet which had been applied to himself, and 
although the expression, "That's precisely it! " was 
a trifle strong, yet, not satisfled with this, he sent a 
private denunciation of him to the authorities. More- 
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over, it was said tbat there had also been a quarrel 
between them over a pretty little woman, who was as 
stout and rosy as a fresh beet, according to the ex- 
pression of the custom-house functionaries ; and that 
men had even been hired to administer a sound drub- 
bing to our hero at night, in a dark alley ; but that ^th 
oflicials were being deceived, as the pretty little woman 
really favored a certain staff -captain, Shamshareff. God 
only knows how the matter actually stood : let the 
reader who likes the employment invent a case to suit 
himself. The chief \K>mi is, that the secret relations 
with the smugglers were made public. Although the 
councillor of state ruined himself, he succeeded in 
thoroughly revenging himself on his comrade. Tchi- 
tchikoflP was brought before the couii;, every thing 
which he possessed was confiscated and catalogued, 
and the whole affair buret over their heads with the 
suddenness of a clap of thunder. They recovered 
themselves as from a stupor, and realized what they 
had done. The councillor of state would not stand 
trial, and perished in some obscure retreat; but the 
collegiate councillor stood his trial. He had managed 
to conceal a portion of his money, fine as was the scent 
of the investigating committee appointed by the chiefs. 
He employed all the most subtle subterfuges of a mind 
which was already but too experienced, but too well 
versed in the ways of men : in one case he employed 
fascinations of manner ; in another affecting speeches ; 
in still another he threw dust in their eyes by means of 
flattery, which never harms any case whatever ; and in 
another he slipped a little money into the proper hand : 
in short, he adjusted the matter in such a fashion that 
he was not left in the dishonored position of his com- 
panion, and escaped the jurisdiction of the court. But 
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there DO longer remained to him either his capital or his 
various foreign trifles, or any thing else : other amateurs 
had laid hands on all of them. He retained a little hoard 
of ten thousand rubles, which he had concealed against 
a dark day ; and a couple of dozen cambric shirts ; a 
little britchka, such as is used by bachelors ; and two 
serfs, — the coachman Selifan and the valet Petrushka ; 
and the custom-house officials, moved by compassion, 
left him five or six pieces of soap for the preservation of 
his rosy complexion, — and that was all. So behold 
the situation in which our hero again found himself! 
Behold what a mass of misfortunes had descended upon 
his head ! This was what he designated as " suffering 
for the right in the service." 

It may now be surmised that after such storms, ex- 
periences, and fickleness of fate, and of human woe, 
he would depart to some distant and tranquil solitude, 
in some little provincial town, with his ten thousand 
rubles which had cost him so dear, wither away in a 
chintz dressing-gown forever, at the window of a tiny 
house; or, by way of recreation, stroll out into the 
chicken-yard, and feel over, in person, each pullet 
which was destined for soup, and, in this manner, lead 
a noiseless, but, in its own way, not entirely useless, 
life. But this was not the way that things turned out. 
Justice must be rendered to his invincible strength of 
character. After all this, which would have sufficed, 
if not to annihilate, at least to cool and calm, a man 
forever, the unconquerable passion was not dulled 
within him. He was grieved, he was vexed, he grum- 
bled against all the world, he was indignant at the in- 
justice of fate, he was enraged by the injustice of 
men ; and yet he could not refrain from fresh attempts. 
In a word, he displayed a patience in comparison with 
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which the wooden patience of a German is as nothing, 
since it consists in the slow, languid circulation of his 
blood. Tchitchikoff's blood, on the conti-ary, flowed 
briskly ; and the exercise of much thoughtful will- 
power was required to enable him to cast out his hook 
at every thing, which would have liked to spring away 
and roam in freedom. He reflected, and his reflection 
was obviously just from one point of view : "Why 
do I exist? Why has misfortune overwhelmed me? 
Who cares about his duties nowadays? Everybody 
wins his way. I have rendered no one unhappy; I 
have not plundered the widow ; I have turned no one 
adrift penniless on the world ; I have merely availed 
myself of the superfluity of cash ; I accepted it in cases 
where any one would have ♦aken it ; if I had not taken 
advantage of the chance, other people would have done 
so. Why do others thrive, while I descend as food to 
the worm ? And what am I now ? What am I good for? 
With what eyes must I now gaze into those of any re- 
spectable father of a family? How can I avoid feeling 
the gnawing of conscience, knowing, as I do, that I 
am a useless burden on the earth ? And what will my 
children say hereafter? ' Here,' they will say, ' is our 
^beast of a father ; he has left us no property at all ! ' " 
It has already been se(»n, that Tchitchikoff worried a 
great deal over his posterity. Such a tender subject 
as it is ! Perhaps even some other man would not have 
put his hand in quite so deeply, if it had not been for the 
question which comes up of itself, for some unknown 
reason, " What will the children say ? '* So behold the 
future founder of a race, like a cautious cat, which, with 
a sidelong glance from one eye, observes whether the 
master be not looking, and hastily seizes every thing 
which is within its reach, whether it be soap or candles 
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or tallow, or the canary which has fallen under its paw ; 
which, in short, lets nothing escape. Thus, our hero 
wept and complained : but, in the mean time, his brain 
never ceased to be active ; it aimed at arranging every 
thing, and was only awaiting a plan. Again he retired 
within himself ; again he stinted himself in every way ; 
again he undertook to lead his hard life ; again he de- 
scended from his clean and respectable life, to dirt and 
the life of the lowly. And while awaiting something 
better, he was fain to engage in the calling of a stew- 
ard, — a calling which has not hitherto been adopted 
by our citizen classes, which receives buffets from all 
quarters, which is but little respected by our petty- 
clerk tribe, or even by confidential agents, condemned 
to dance attendance in ant^-rooms, to impertinence and 
so on ; but necessity obliged him to make up his mind 
to every thing. Among the commissions which fell to 
him, was the mortgaging of several hundred peasants 
to the Council of Guardians. ^ The estate was ruined 
to the last degree. It had suffered from murrain 
among the cattle ; from the depredations of rascally 
overseers ; from bad harvests ; from epidemic diseases ; 
from the death of the best workmen ; and, most of 
all, from the senseless behavior of the proprietor, whp 
had decorated a house in Moscow for himself in the 
latest taste, and had thus spent his very last kopek, 



1 The Council of Guardiane is a grand banking eeiabliehraent, directed 
by a council which hae charge of Inetitutee for orphans, whether male or 
female, and of the deaf-mutes, who are placed under the patronage of the 
reigning empress. Money can be lodged there at an interest of four per cent, 
and both real and personal property can be mortgaged there. Serfs to the 
number of ten thousand could be pawned there. For loans on any number 
in excess of this, application liad to be made to the bank. One of tltis Ooun- 
ciPs most considerable sources of income was the monopoly of playing- 
cards, which in Bueeia, an elsewherei is a very sure and lucrative source of 
revenue. 
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SO that he had nothing left wherewith to purchase food. 
For this reason, he was at last compelled to mort^s^e 
his last remaining estate. This pawning to the treas- 
ury was a new thing in those days, and it was not de* 
cided on without fear and trembling. Tchitchikoff, in 
his capacity of agent, after having first rendered all 
favorable (it is well known, that, without preliminary 
conciliation of favor, not even a simple application or 
inquiry can be received ; that is, unless a bottle of 
Madeira has been poured down each throat) , — having 
thus acquired the favor of all, he explained the follow- 
ing circumstance, among others : one-half of the peas- 
ants had died, so that there was no security. . . . 
'* But they are still reckoned on the census-list? " said 
the secretary. 

'' They are so reckoned," replied Tchitchikoff. 

*' Well, what are you afraid of ? " said the secretary : 
^^one has died, another has been born, so he remains 
available all the same." 

The secretary evidently understood how to talk to 
the point. But in the mean time, the most inspired 
thought that ever entered a human brain had flashed 
upon that of our hero. 

'' Ah, I am a regular Akim the Simpleton ! " he said 
to himself : " I have been hunting for my mittens, and 
they are both in my belt ! Now, suppose that I buy 
all the souls which have died since the last census was 
taken ; and suppose that I obtain a thousand of them, 
say, and that the Council of Guardians will give, say, 
two hundred rubles a soul ; there I have a capital of 
two hundred thousand rubles ! And the times are pro- 
pitious just now : there was an epidemic not long ago, 
and not a few people died, glory be to God ! the landed 
gentry have been losing at cards, and carousing and 
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squandering in proper fashion ; everybody has crawled 
off to Petersburg, to enter the service ; their estates 
are abandoned ; they are conducted at hap-hazard ; 
they find it harder every year to pay their taxes ; it 
may chance that I shall be able to turn a kopek once 
more. Of course, it is difficult and troublesome, and 
it would put the finishing-touch to have any scandal 
arise from this. Well, that's what a man's mind is 
given to him for ! And the best thing about it is, that 
the subject will appear incredible to every one, and no 
one will believe it. It is true that without land it is 
impossible to either purchase or pawn serfs. But I 
will buy them for colonization, — for colonization ! the 
land in the provinces of Tauris and Kherson is now 
given away gratuitously to any one who will settle on it. 
I will transport them all thither ! To the Khersonese 
with them ! There let them live ! And the coloniza- 
tion can be effected in legal form, according to the de- 
crees of the court. If they want to review the serfs, 
I don't object, if you please : why not? I will present 
a certificate, with the signature of the captain-ispravnik 
himself. The village can be styled the ' Tchitchikoff 
Sloboda,'^or after my baptismal name, the 'Hamlet 
of Pavlovskoe.' " And this is the way in which that 
strange project formed itself in the brain of our hero ; 
and I am not sure whether the reader will feel grateful 
for it, or not : but it is difficult to express how grateful 
the author is to him ; for, say what you will, had this 
scheme not entered the head of Tchitchikoff, this poem 
would never have made its appearance on the earth. 

He crossed himself in Russian fashion, and set to 
work. Under the guise of selecting a place of resi- 

1 In ancient times, a village lu the euburbe of a town, peopled by feudal 
retainers. 
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dence, and under other pretexts, he undertook to obtain 
a peep at various corners of our empire, and especially 
at those which had suffered more than the rest from un- 
fortunate chances, — bad crops, mortality, and so forth, 
and so forth, — in short, wlierever he could most com- 
fortably and cheaply purchase the people whom he re- 
quired. He did not address himself at random to any 
and evei7 proprietor, but selected the men who were 
most to his taste, or those with whom the transaction 
. of such business would present the fewest difficulties, 
after having first endeavored to make their acquaint- 
ance, and dispose them in his favor, in order, so far as 
possible, to acquire the muzhiks out of friendship, in- 
stead of through purchase. Thus, the reader must not 
feel offended at the author if the persons who have, up 
to this point, appeared on the scene, have not been to 
his taste: it is Tchitcbikoff's fault; he is completely 
master here ; and wherever he takes a fancy, thither 
we must drag ourselves also. If, on our part, the accu- 
sation with regard to the paleness and the repulsive- 
ness of the personages and characters is really alleged, 
we will merely say, that a broad current and scope is 
never beheld at the beginning of any thing. The en- 
trance to any city, even the capital, is always colorless : 
at first all is gray and monotonous ; endless industrial 
establishments and factories, all smoke -begrimed, 
line the way ; and then the corners of six-story houses 
peep forth, shops, sign-boards, vast perspectives of 
streets, all with bell-towers, columns, statues, towers, 
with the glitter, noise, and thunder of the town, and 
all the marvels which the hand and brain of man have 
wrought. How he effected his first purchases, the 
reader has already seen : how the matter will progress 
in the future, what success and failures our hero will 
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hereafter experience, the manner in which he will be 
compelled to decide and to overcome more serious 
obstacles, what colossal images will rise before him, 
the way in which the secret levers of an extensive 
novel operate, how its horizon becomes wider, and it 
assumes a grand lyrical flow, will be seen later on. 
Much of the road still lies before the travelling equi- 
page, consisting of a gentleman of middle age, a 
britchka of the sort in which bachelors ride, the valet 
Petrushka, the coachman Selifan, the troika of horses 
who are already familiar by name, from the Assessor to 
the rascally piebald. This, then, is the complete portrait 
of our hero. But a final explanation of one charac- 
teristic may be required: What is he on the point of 
moral qualities? That he is not a hero composed of 
perfection and virtue, is obvious. Who was he? A 
knave, of course. AVhy a knave? Why be so stern 
towards another ? There are no knaves among us now : 
there are well-intentioned people, agreeable people, 
and people of the sort who would present their faces 
to universal reprobation under the public infliction of 
a box on the ear ; two or three might, perhaps, be 
found, and they are now talking of virtue. 

The justest appellation which can be applied to him 
is, a manager^ an acquirer. A thirst for acquisition is 
responsible for all : from this proceeded actions which 
the world designates as not very clean. There is, in 
truth, something repulsive about such a character ; and 
the very reader who is the friend of such a man in the 
path of life, who will associate with him, and pass his 
time with him, will gaze askance at him if he encoun- 
ters him as the hero of a drama or a novel. But wise 
is that man who does not abhor such a character, but 
who flxes upon it a penetrating glance, and studies it 
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dence, and under other pretexts, he undertook to obtain 
a peep at various corners of our empire, and especially 
at those which had suffered more than the rest from un- 
fortunate chances, — bad crops, mortality, and so forth, 
and so forth, — in short, wlierever he could most com- 
fortably and cheaply purchase the people whom he re- 
quired. He did not address himself at random to any 
and eveiy proprietor, but selected the men who were 
most to his taste, or those with whom the transaction 
. of such business would present the fewest difficulties, 
after having first endeavored to make their acquaint- 
ance, and dispose them in his favor, in order, so far as 
possible, to acquire the muzhiks out of friendship, in- 
stead of through purchase. Thus, the reader must not 
feel offended at the author if the persons who have, up 
to this point, appeared on the scene, have not been to 
his taste: it is Tchitcbikoff's fault; he is completely 
master here ; and wherever he takes a fancy, thither 
we must drag ourselves also. If, on our part, the accu- 
sation with regard to the paleness and the repulsive- 
ness of the personages and characters is really alleged, 
we will merely say, that a broad current and scope is 
never beheld at the beginning of any thing. The en- 
trance to any city, even the capital, is always colorless : 
at first all is gray and monotonous ; endless industrial 
establishments and factories, all smoke -begrimed, 
line the way ; and then the corners of six-story houses 
peep forth, shops, sign-boards, vast perspectives of 
streets, all with bell-towers, columns, statues, towers, 
with the glitter, noise, and thunder of the town, and 
all the marvels which the hand and brain of man have 
wrought. How he effected his first purchases, the 
reader has already seen : how the matter will progress 
in the future, what success and failures our hero will 
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hereafter experience, the manner in which he will be 
compelled to decide and to overcome more serious 
obstacles, what colossal images will rise before him, 
the way in which the secret levers of an extensive 
novel operate, how its horizon becomes wider, and it 
assumes a grand lyrical flow, will be seen later on. 
Much of the road still lies before the travelling equi- 
page, consisting of a gentleman of middle age, a 
britchka of the sort in which bachelors ride, the valet 
Petrushka, the coachman Selifan, the troTka of horses 
who are already familiar by name, from the Assessor to 
the rascally piebald. This, then, is the complete portrait 
of our hero. But a final explanation of one charac- 
teristic may be required : AVhat is he on the point of 
moral qualities? That he is not a hero composed of 
perfection and virtue, is obvious. Who was he? A 
knave, of course. AVhy a knave? Why be so stern 
towards another? There are no knaves among us now : 
there are well-intentioned people, agreeable people, 
and people of the sort who would present their faces 
to universal reprobation under the public infliction of 
a box on the ear ; two or three might, perhaps, be 
found, and they are now talking of virtue. 

The justest appellation which can be applied to him 
is, a manager^ an acquirer. A thirst for acquisition is 
responsible for all : from this proceeded actions which 
the world designates as not very clean. There is, in 
truth, something repulsive about such a character ; and 
the very reader who is the friend of such a man in the 
path of life, who will associate with him, and pass his 
time with him, will gaze askance at him if he encoun- 
ters him as the hero of a drama or a novel. But wise 
is that man who does not abhor such э- character, but 
who fixes upon it a penetrating glance, and studies it 
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down to its first principles. Every thing alters rapidly 
in a man : before one has sneeeeded in glancing about 
hira, a terrible worm has grown within him, and is im- 
periously appropriating to itself all the juices of life. 
And frequently, not only a grnnd, but even a petty and 
insignificant, passion for some wretched trifle has sprung 
up in a man who was bom for better things, causing 
him to forget great and holy obligations, and to see 
grand and sacred things in miserable little rattles. The 
passions of man are as innumerable as the sands of the 
seashore, and no two resemble each other ; and all of 
them, grand and very beautiful at first, are subservient 
to man, but later on become his terrible rulers. Blessed 
is he who has chosen for his own the most beautiful 
passion of all. Its incalculable bliss will grow and 
increase tenfold with every hour and minute ; and it 
will descend deeper and ever deeper, into the endless 
paradise of his soul. But there are passions whose 
choice depends not upon man. They have arisen 
within him at the moment of his birth into the world, 
and the power to depart from them has not been vouch- 
safed to him. They lead him by their lofty concep- 
tions ; and there is something about them which calls 
to him incessantly, throughout the whole course of his 
life. He is fated to run a grand earthly career: it 
makes no difference whether they have flitted past as 
gloomy spectres, or as visions of light which delight 
the world ; they are created for the unconscious bless- 
ing of man. And there is, perchance, a passion in 
this vei7 Tchitchlkoff which is leading him on, which 
is not a part of him ; and in his cold nature that may 
be contained which will, later on, bend man to the 
dust, and to his knees before the wisdom of Heaven. 
But it is still a mystery why this form should have pre- 
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sented itself in this poem which is now making its 
appearance in the world. . . . 

But the fact that the public will be dissatisfied with 
the hero is not so hard to bear as is the fact that there 
still lives in the author's mind the invincible conviction 
that readers might have been pleased with this same 
hero, with this very Tchitchikoff. If the author had only 
not looked deeper than others into his soul, if he had not 
beheld in its depths movements which escape the world 
in their hiding-place, if he had not revealed the secret 
thoughts for which no man gives another credit, but 
had depicted him in the light in which he appeared to 
the whole town, to Maniloff and other persons, — every 
one would have been delighted, and would have con- 
sidered him a very interesting man. It makes no dif- 
ference that neither his face nor his personality, as a 
whole, would have struck the eye so forcibly ; but, on 
the other hand, on finishing the perusal, the soul would 
not have been in the least moved, and one might turn 
once more to the card-table, which is the universal com- 
forter in Russia. Yes, my good readers, you would 
have preferred not to see the man's meanness laid bare. 
' * Why, * ' you say, ' ' to what purpose is this ? Do we not 
know of ourselves that there is much in life which is 
stupid and despicable? And it frequently happens to 
us, moreover, to behold that which is not at all cheerful. 
Show us, rather, something very beautiful, very attrac- 
tive : it is better to forget ourselves.'* "Why, my 
friend, do you inform me that domestic matters are going 
badly? " says the proprietor to his steward. " I know 
that without your telling me, my good fellow : haven't 
you any thing else to talk about? I don't want to 
know about it : let me forget it, — and then I shall be 
happy." And the money which would have gone so far 
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towards righting matters is employed for various means 
of lulling him to forgetf ulness. The тххф. which might, 
perhaps, have invented a means of acquiring vast 
wealth, slumbers ; and so his estates go bang ! to tlie 
auction — and the proprietor has gone out into the 
wide world to forget himself with a soul prepared, in 
its extremity, for vile deeds, which would have terrified 
him before. 

Yet another accusation falls upon the author, from 
the so-called patriots, who sit tranquilly in their nooks, 
and occupy themselves exclusively with foreign affaira, 
amass a capital, and order their own lot at the expense 
of others : but just as soon as any thing occurs which 
is, in their opinion, injurious to the fatherland ; just as 
soon as a book appears in which the bitter truth is 
sometimes spoken, — they rush out of their laii-s like 
spiders when the latter perceive that a fly has become 
entangled in their web, and suddenly raise the cry, 
'Чз it well to publish that to the world, to mention that 
aloud? surely, all that is here described, whatever it 
may be, is our own affair: is this well done? And 
what will outsiders say? Is it pleasant to hear an 
unfavorable opinion of one's self? People will think, 
Is not this painful? They will think. Are we patri- 
otic?*' To such wise remarks, especially to that 
which concerns the opinion of outsiders, it is, I con- 
fess, impossible to allege any thing in reply. But 
perhaps it is this way : Two people lived in a distant 
corner of Russia. One was the father ©f a family, 
Kifa Mokievitch by name, a man of a mild disiX)sition, 
who took life easily. He did not trouble himself about 
his family; his attention was more directed to the 
speculative quarter, and he was absorbed in the follow- 
ing " philosophical " question, as he called it : " Here's 
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the beast, for example," he. said, as he paced the room : 
'4he beast is born naked. And why should he be 
born naked? AVhy is he not like the bird? Why does 
he not emerge from a shell? AVell, really . . . the 
deeper you penetrate into nature, the less do you com- 
prehend her! *' Thus mused citizen Kifa Mokievitch. 
But not herein lies the chief point. There was an- 
other citizen, Mokiy Kifovitch, the son of the former. 
He was what is called in Russia a bogatuir;^ and at 
the very time when his father was pondering tlie birth 
of tlie animal, his robust twenty-year-old nature was 
striving towards its development. He did not under- 
stand how to do any thing gently: he was forever 
crushing some one's hand, or raising a lump on some 
one's nose. Everybody in the house or the neighbor- 
hood, from the maid-servant to the house-dog, fled at 
the sight of him : he even broke the bed in his own 
room into bits. Such was Mokiy Kifovitch, and he was 
very good-natured withal. But this is not the principal 
point either. The capital point lies here: '"Pray, 
most respected sir, Kifa Mokievitch," said his own and 
other people's servants to tlie latter's father, ""what 
sort of a fellow is your Mokiy Kifovitch? There's no 
living in peace with him, he's so peppery ! " 

'' Yes, he's wild, wild," his father generally replied ; 
'" but what is to be done? It is rather late in the day 
to thrash him ; and besides, the neighbors would say 
that I was hai-sh : and he's a proud fellow ; if you 
reprove him in the presence of a stranger, — he will 
take himself off : and then the publicity of it, — that's 
the trouble ! The whole town will hear of it, and will 
call him a perfect dog. And do they think it is not 
painful to me in truth? Am not I his father? AVhat 

^ A legendary epic hero. 
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if I do occupy myself with philosophy, is there no time 
for any thing else? am not I a father also? But it*s 
father, father, that they cry, father ! deuce take them ! 
And my Mokiy Kifovitch dwells here, here in my 
heart ! " Here Kifa Mokievitch thumped himself very 
violently on the breast with his fist, and flew into a per- 
fect rage. '* Even if he is a dog, they shall not know it 
from me : I will not betray him ! " And after display- 
ing this amount of paternal feeling, he left Mokiy 
Kifovitch to pui-sue his heroic deeds, and turned again 
to his beloved subject, putting to himself some such 
query as the following: ''Well, and if the elephant 
were bom in an egg^ of course the shell would have to 
be vei7 thick, — and you could not crack it with a 
cannon : it would be necessary to invent some new 
kind of fire-arms.*' 

In this manner has passed the life of two inhabitants 
of a quiet nook, who have peeped into the end of our 
poem unexpectedly, and from a loop-hole, as it were, 
for the purpose of returning a modest reply to the ac- 
cusation brought forward on behalf of some fiery 
patriots, who, up to this date, have been tranquilly ab- 
sorbed in philosophy of some sort or other, in exag- 
gerations on the topic of their tenderly loved fatherland, 
who do not at all think that they ought not to behave 
badly, but merely of the necessity of not acknowledg- 
ing that they behave badly. But no, neither patriotism 
nor impulse is the cause of the accusation : another is 
concealed beneath them. Why hesitate over the word? 
Who, if not an author, is to speak the truth? You are 
afraid of the deep, scrutinizing gaze ; you shrink from 
fixing a deep gaze on any thing yourselves; you are 
fond of slipping past every thing, with eyes which see 
nothing. You even laugh heartily at Tchitchikoff; 
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perhaps you even praise the author ; you say, " At any 
rate, he has observed Ыш cleverly. He must be a 
jolly sort of a man!" And after these words, you 
turn with redoubled arrogance to yourselves, a self-sat- 
isfied smile makes its appearance on your countenances, 
and you add, "But it must be admitted that people 
are dreadfully queer in some of our provinces, and there 
must be not a few rascals ! " But which of you, filled 
with Christian humility, will dive into the depths of his 
own soul, and not aloud, but in silence and solitude, 
in moments of isolated self-communion, will put to 
himself the weighty question, '• And is there not some 
taint of Tchitchikoff in me also? " Why not, indeed? 
But if at that moment some acquaintance of his, pos- 
sessed of a rank not very lofty, and yet not very low, 
passes by, he will instantly nudge his neighbor, and 
say to him, almost bursting with laughter the while, 
" Look, look ! there is Tchitchikoff ! Tchitchikoff has 
passed by 1 " and then, like a child, oblivious of all 
the respect which is due to rank and years, he will run 
after him, imitate him behind his back, and say, 
"Tchitchikoff! Tchitchikoff! Tchitchikoff!'* 

But we have been talking in rather a loud tone of 
voice, forgetful of the fact that our hero, who has 
slumbered throughout the narration of his history, is 
awake now, and might easily overhear his name, thus 
often repeated. He is a man who takes offence read- 
ily, and who does not like to have people express them- 
selves disrespectfully with regard to him. It matters 
little to the reader whether Tchitchikoff be incensed at 
him, or not : but the author must on no account quarrel 
with his hero; there still remains not a little space 
which they must traverse hand in hand : there ai*e two 
long parts yet before us, and this is no trifle. 
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"• Oho ! AVhat are you about? " said Tchitchikoff to 
Selifan. " Answer : I'm speaking to you ! ** 

'' AVhat? " asked Selifan in a leisurely tone. 

*' What, indeed ! You goose ! Where are you go- 
ing? Come, now, make haste ! " 

And in fact, Selifan had been driving along for a 
good while with his eyes half shut, only slapping the 
sides of the horses — who were dreaming also — with 
the reins from time to time : and Petrushka's cap had 
fallen off in some unknown spot, long before; while 
he himself had fallen over backwards until his head 
struck against Tchitchikoff*s knees, so that the latter 
was obliged to give him a push. Selifan roused up ; 
and after administering a few lashes on the piebald's 
back, and flourishing his knout in the air over the 
backs of all the horses, he ejaculated, in a thin, 
sing-song tone, "Never fear!" The horses started 
up, and drew the light britchka aloug like fC tuft of 
down. Selifan merely flourished away, and shouted, 
''Eh, eh, eh! " as he rose up and down regularly on 
the box, as the troika flew, now up the ascents, and 
then down the declivities, which strewed the high- 
way, as it descended with an almost imperceptible 
slope. T.chitchikoff only smiled as he swung lightly 
on his leather cushion, for he liked to drive rapidly. 
And what Russian does not love fast driving? How 
can it fail to suit the taste of him who is always striv- 
ing after excitement, who loves to roam, who some- 
times says, " Deuce take it all ! " — how could his soul 
help loving this ? Should he not love it, when he hears 
in it something triumphantly marvellous ? It seems as 
though an unknown power had taken you upon its 
wings, and that you are flying, and that every thing is 
flying : the verst-stones fly ; the merchants, on the 
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boxes of their britchkas, fly to meet you ; the forest 
flies on both sides of the road, with its dark bands of 
pines and firs, — with the blows of the axe and the 
cawing of crows ; the whole road flits away into the 
dim distance ; and there is something terrible bound up 
with this swift flashing past, where one can distinguish 
nothing of the objects as they vanish, except the sky 
overhead, and the light clouds ; and where the moon, 
as it pierces them, seems to be the only thing which is 
immovable. Ah, the troika, — the bird- troika ! Who 
invented thee ? Of course, thou couldst have had thy 
birth only among a dashing race, — in that land where 
men love not to jest, but which has extended itself 
smoothly, glidingly, over half the earth, and where 
you may count the verst-pillars until your eyes swim. 
And, lo ! the travelling outfit is not complicated : it is 
not put together with iron spikes ; but a clever muzhik 
of Yaroslavl, with axe and chisel only, has made thee 
with despatch. The post-boy wears no German cav- 
alry-boots : he has a beard and mittens, and the deuce 
only knows what he sits on ; and he has risen, and he 
waves his arras, and strikes up a song. The horses 
dash on like a whirlwind ; the spokes of the wheels 
have become merged into one smooth circle ; the road 
quakes ; and the foot-traveller halts, and cries aloud in 
alarm, — and it flies on, on, on ! . . . And, behold, it 
is already visible afar, like some object which merely 
raises a dust, and pierces the air. 

Is it not thus, like the bold troika which cannot be 
overtaken, that thou art dashing along, Russia? The 
road smokes beneath thee, the bridges thunder, all is 
left, and will be left, behind. The spectator stops 
short astounded, as at a marvel of God. Is not this 
lightning which has descended from heaven? What 
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dence, and under other pretexts, he undertook to obtain 
a peep at various corners of our empire, and especially 
at those which had suffered more than the rest from un- 
fortunate chances, — bad crops, mortality, and so forth, 
and so forth, — in short, wlierever he could most com- 
fortably and cheaply purchase the people whom he re- 
quired. He did not address himself at random to any 
and every proprietor, but selected the men who were 
most to his taste, or those with whom the transaction 
of such business would present the fewest difficulties, 
after having first endeavored to make their acquaint- 
ance, and dispose them in his favor, in order, so far as 
possible, to acquire the muzhiks out of fnendship, in- 
stead of through purchase. Thus, the reader must not 
feel offended at the author if the persons who have, up 
to this point, appeared on the scene, have not been to 
his taste: it is Tchitcbikoff's fault; he is completely 
master here ; and wherever he takes a fancy, thither 
we must drag ourselves also. If, on our part, the accu- 
sation with regard to the paleness and the repulsive- 
ness of the personages and characters is really alleged, 
we will merely say, that a broad current and scope is 
never beheld at the beginning of any thing. The en- 
trance to any city, even the capital, is always colorless : 
at first all is gray and monotonous ; endless industrial 
establishments and factories, all smoke -begrimed, 
line the way ; and then the corners of six-story houses 
peep forth, shops, sign-boards, vast perspectives of 
streets, all with bell-towers, columns, statues, towers, 
with the glitter, noise, and thunder of the town, and 
all the marvels which the hand and brain of man have 
wrought. How he effected his first purchases, the 
reader has already seen : how the matter will progress 
in the future, what success and failures our hero will 
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hereafter experience, the manner in which he will be 
compelled to decide and to overcome more serious 
obstacles, what colossal images will rise before him, 
the way in which the secret levers of an extensive 
novel operate, how its horizon becomes wider, and it 
assumes a grand lyrical flow, will be seen later on. 
Much of the road still lies before the travelling equi- 
page, consisting of a gentleman of middle age, a 
britchka of the sort in which bachelors ride, the valet 
Petrushka, the coachman Selifan, the troika of horses 
who are already familiar by name, from the Assessor to 
the rascally piebald. This, then, is the complete portrait 
of our hero. But a final explanation of one charac- 
teristic may be required : AVhat is he on the point of 
moral qualities? That he is not a hero composed of 
perfection and virtue, is obvious. Who was he? A 
knave, of course. Why a knave? Why be so stern 
towards another ? There are no knaves among us now : 
there are well-intentioned people, agreeable people, 
and people of the sort who would present their faces 
to universal reprobation under the public infliction of 
a box on the ear ; two or three might, perhaps, be 
found, and they are now talking of virtue. 

The justest appellation which can be applied to him 
is, a manager^ an acquirer, A thirst for acquisition is 
responsible for all : from this proceeded actions which 
the world designates as not very clean. There is, in 
truth, something repulsive about such a character ; and 
the very reader who is the friend of such a man in the 
path of life, who will associate with him, and pass his 
time with him, will gaze askance at him if he encoun- 
ters him as the hero of a drama or a novel. But wise 
is that man who does not abhor such a character, but 
who fixes upon it a penetrating glance, and studies it 
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